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To the Right Honourable 
S1DNEY LORD GoDOLPHIN, 


Lord High Treaſurer of England, and Knight of tlie 
moſt Noble Order of the Garter. | 


My Lox p, 


F thoſe cares in which the ſervice of a great Qu EEx, 
and the love of your country, have ſo juſtly engaged 
your Lordſhip, would allow any leiſure to run back and 
remember thoſe arts and ſtudies, which were once the 
grace and entertainment of your Lordfhip's youth; I 
have preſumption enough to hope, that this Tragedy 
may, ſome time or other, find an hour to divert your 
Lordſhip. Poetry, which was fo venerable to former 
ages, as in many places to make a part of their religi- 
dus worſhip, and every where to be had in the higheſt 
honour and eſteem, has miſerably languiſhed and been 
deſpiſed, for want of that favour and protection which 
it found in the famous Auguſtan age. Since then, it 
may be aſſerted, without any partiality to the prefent 
time, it never had a fairer proſpect of lifting up ity 
head, and returning to its former reputation, than now: 
And the beſt reaſon can be given for it, is, that it ſeems 
to have a particular hope from, and dependence upon 
your Lordſhip, and to expect all juſt encouragement, 
when thoſe great men, who have the power to protect 
it, have ſo delicate and polite a taſte and underſtanding 
of its true value. The reſtoring and preſerving any 
part of learning, is ſo generous an action in itſelf, that 
it naturally falls into your Lordſhip's province, ſince 
every thing that may ſerve to improve the mind, has a 
right to the patronage of ſo great and univerſal a gums 
| B 2 or” 
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for knowledge as your Lordſhip's. It is indeed a piece 
of good fortune, upon which I cannot help congratu- 
lating the preſent age, that there is ſo great a mn; at 
a time, when there is ſo great an occaſion for him. The 
diviſioas which your Lordſhip has healed, the temper 
which you have reſtored to our councils, and that in- 
defatigable care and diligence which you have uſed in 
_ preſerving our peace at home, are benefits ſo virtuouſly 
and ſo ſeaſonably conferred upon your country, as ſtall 
draw the praiſes of all wiſe men, and the bleſſings of all 
good men upon your Lordſhip's name. And when thoſe 
unreaſonable feuds and animoſities, which keep Faction 
alive, ſhall be buried in ſilence and forgotten, that great 
e good ſhall be univerſally acknowledged, as the 
appy effect of your Lord ſpip's moſt equal temper and 
rigat underſtanding. That this glorious end may very 
ſuddenly ſucceed to your Lordſ{hip's candor and generous 
endeavours - after it, muſt be the wiſh of every good 
Engliſhman. 1 am, | 


g's 
by : 5 Your Lordſhip's 
Met obedient | 
| Humble Servant - 
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FCC O00 RM. 
＋ O night, in honour of the married lift, 

Our author treats you with a virtuous wife © 
A lady, who, for twenty years, withſtood | 
The preſſing inſtances of fleſh and blood; 
Her huſband, ſtill a man af ſenſe reputed, © 
( Unleſs this tale his wiſdom have confuted, ) 
Left her at ripe eighteen, to ſeek renown, 
And battle for a harlet at Troy towny 
To fill his place, freſh lovers came in Poale, 
Much ſuch as ncw-a-days on” tools, } 
Some men of wit, but the moſt part were fools. 
They ſent her billets-doux, and preſents many, 
Of ancient tea and Thericlean china; 5 
Rail'd at the Gods, toaſted her ver and der, 
Dreſs' d at her, danc d, and fought, and /igh'd, and ſwore z 
In ſhort, did all that men could do to have her, | 
And damr'd themſetves to get into her favour ; 
But all in vain, the wirtuous dame ſtood biff, 
And let em know that | ſhe was coxconib proof; 4 
Meſſieurs the beaux, what think you of the matter? 
Don't you believe old Homer giv' to flatter & 4 


When you approach, and preſſing the ſoft hand, | ; 


Favours, with wwell-bred impudence, demand, 
1s it in woman's weakneſs to withſtand ? 

Ceaſe to he vaiu, and give the ſex their due, 
Our Engliſh wives ſhall prove this ſtory true: 
We have our chaſte Penelopes, wha mourn 
Their widow'd beds, and wait their Lords return, 
We have our heroes too, who bravely bear, 

Far from their home, the dangers of the war ; 
Who careleſ; of the winter ſeaſon's rage, 
Neav toils explore, and in new cares engage; 
From realm lo realm their chief unweary'd goes, 
And reſtleſs journies on, to give the world repoſe. 
Such are the conſtant labours of the ſun, 
Whoſe ative, glorious courſe is never done; 

Aud tho, when hence he parts, with us tis night, 
Still he goes on, and lends to other worlds his light. 
Ye beauteous nymphs, with open arms prepare 

To meet the warriors, and reward their care ; 
May you for ever kind and faithful prove, 
And pay their days of toil with nights of love ! 

x B 3 | Dramatis 


Dramatis Perfonæ. 


MEN. 
Ulyffes, — Mr. Betterton. 
Eurymachus, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Polydamas, = Mr. Mynns. 
Thoon, — Mx. Knap. 
Agenor, — — Mr. Weller. 
Ephi altes T Mr. Freeman, 
Telemachus, = Mr. Booth. 
Antinouss — Mr. Huſbands. 
| Cleon, — — | Mr. Dickins. 
Arcas, = = Mr. Cory. 
Mentor, = — Mr. Bowman 
Eumzus, : | 
Ceraunys. 
WOMEN. 


Penelope, = Mrs. Barry. 


Semanthe, — Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Several Samian and Tthacan officers and ſoldiers, with 


other attendants, men and Women. 


SCENE, Itbaca. 
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8 C ENE. A palace. 
E nter Telemachus and Mentor. 


777 MENTOR ! urge no more my royal birth, 
13 O Urge not the honours of my race divine, 
Call not to my remembrance what I am, | 
Born of Uly/es, and deriv'd from Fove ; 

For tis the curſe of mighty minds oppreſt, 

To think what their ſtate is, and what it ſhould be; 
Impatient of their lot they reaſon fiercely, 

And call the laws of Providence unequal. [ ledge, 
Ment. And therefore wert thou bred to virtuous know- 
And wiſdom early planted in thy ſoul ; 

That thou might? know to rule the fiery paſſions, 

To bind their rage, and ftay their headlong courſe, 

To bear with accidents, and every change 

Of various life, to ftruggle with adverſity, 

To wait the leiſure of the righteous Gods, 

Till they, in their own good appointed hour, 


Shall bid thy better days come forth at once, 


A long and ſhining train; till thou well pleas'd 

Shalt = and bleſs thy fate, and own the Gods are juſt. 
Tel. Thou prudent guide, and father of my youth, 

Forgive my tranſports, if I ſeem to loſe 


The rev'rence to thy ſacred precepts due; 


Tis a juſt rage and honeſt indig nation. 


Ten years ran round ere Troy was doom'd to fall, 


Ten tedious ſummers and ten winters more 
By turns have chang'd the ſeaſons fince it fell, 
And yet we mourn my godlike father's abſence, 
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Behold the rivals of the great Uly/es / 


* T 


As if the Grecian arms had ne'er prevail'd, 
But 7:ve and He#or ſtill maintain'd the war. 
Men. Tho' abſent, yet if oracles are true, 
He lives and ſhall return.—Where'er he wanders, 
Purſu'd by hoſtile Tran Gods, in peril 
Of the waſte deſerror the foamy deep, 
Or nations wild as both, yet courage, wiſdom, 
And Pallas, guardian of his arms, is with him. {him ? 
Tel. And oh! to what does the Gods care reſerve 
Where 1s the triumph ſhall go forth to nieet him ? 
What p07 ſhall be ſung to bleſs his labours? 
What voice of joy ſhall cry, Hail King of 1:haca # 


| Riot, and wrong, and woeful deſolation, 


Spread o'er the wretched land, ſhall blaſt his eyes, 
And make him curſe the day of his return. 
Men. Your gueſt, the ſtranger Atbon. 
Nuit tbon. 
Tel. By my life, | 
And by the great Uly/es, truely welcome 
Oh thou a Aibon, thou that wert 
In youth companion of my father's arms, 
And partner of his heart, does jit not grieve thee 
To ſee the honour of his royal name 


Deſpis'd and ſet at nought ? his ſtate o' er- run, 


Devour'd and parcel'd out by ſlaves ſo vile, 
That if oppos'd to him twould make compariſon 
Abſurd and monſtrous ſeem, as if to mate 
A mole-hill with Ol/pmpis ? 
At. He was my friend, 
J think I knew him; and, to do him right, 
He was a man indeed—Not as theſe are, 
A rioter, or doer of foul wrongs ; 


But boldly juſt, and more hke what man ſhould be. 
Tel. From morn till noon, from noon till the ſhade's 


From ev*ning till the morning dawns again, {darken, 


Lewdneſs, confuſion, inſolence, and uproar, 

Are all the buſineſs of their guilty hours; 

'The cries of maids enforc'd, the roar of drunkards, 
Mixt with the braying of the minſtrel's noiſe 

Who miniſters to mirth, ring thro? the palace, 

And echo to the arch of Heav'n their crimes. 

Behold! ye Gods, who judge betwixt your creatures, 


| Men, 


ULVYVSSE s. N 


Men. Doubt not but all their crimes, and all thy wrongs 
Are judg'd by Nemęſis and equal Jove; 
Suffer the fools to laugh and loll ſecure, 
This is their day, but there is one b2hind 
For vengeance and Uly/es. 
Et. Till that day, | 
That day of recompence and righteous juſtice, 
Learn thou, my ſon, the cruel arts of courts ; 
Learn to diſſemble wrongs, to ſmile at injuries, | 
Aud ſuffer crimes, thou want'ſt the power to puniſh ; 
Be eaſy, affable, familiar, friendly, 
Search, and know all makind's myfterious ways, 
But truſt the ſecret of thy ſoul to none; 
Believe me, ſeventy years, andall the forrows 
That ſeventy years bring with*em, have thus taught me, 
Thus only to be ſafe in ſuch a world as this is. 
1 | Enter Antinous. ; 
Aut. Hail to thee, Prince; thou ſon of great Cs, 
Offspring of Gods, moſt worthy ef thy race; 
May ev*ry day like this be happy to thee, 
Fruition and ſucceſs attend thy wiſhes, 
And everlaſting glory crown thy youth! [ Artinous ;; 
Tel, Thou greet't me like a friend Come near, 
May I believe that omen of my happineſs, 
That joy which dances in thy chearful eyes? | 
Or doſt thou, for thou know'ſt my fond, fond heart, 
Doſt tuou betray me to deceitful hopes, | 
And footh me like an infant. with a tale 
Gi ſome felicity, ſame dear delight, 
Which thou did never purpoſe to beſtow ? 
Ant.” By Cytheres's altar and her doves, 
By all the gentle fires that burn before her, 
have the Binden ſounds to bleſs your ear with, 
Nay, and the trueſt too, I'll ſwear I think, 
That ever love and innocence inſpir'd. 
Tel. Ha! from Semanthe ? 
Ant. From the fair Semanthe, 
The gentle, the forgiving 
Tel. Soft, my Antinous, 
Keep the dear ſecret ſafe ; wiſdom and age 
Reaſon perverſely when they judge of love. | 
A buſineſs of a moment calls me kence, [To Men. ö 
1 hat ended Pl attend the Queen; till then, i 
Mentor! the noble ſtranger is thy care. | 
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Fly with me to ſome ſafe, ſome ſacred privacy, 
| — [To Ant. 


There charm my ſenſes with Semanthe's accents, 


'There pour thy balm into my love-fick ſoul, 


: And heal my cares for ever. [ Exeunt Tel. and Ant. 


Et, This ſmooth ſpeaker, 
This ſupple courtier is in favour with you. 
Mark'd you the Prince? how at this man's approach 
The fierceneſs, rags, and pride of youth dechn'd ; 
His changing viſage wore a form more gentle, 
And every feature took a ſofter turn; | 
As if his ſoul bent on ſome new employment, 
Of diff*rent purpoſe from the thought before, 
Had ſummon'd other counſels, other paſſions, 
And dreſt her in a gay fantaſtic garb 
Fit for th' adventure which ſhe meant to prove. 
By Tove, I like it not 

Ment; The Prince, whole temper 


Is open as the day, and unſuſpecting, 


\Eſteems him as devoted to his ſervice, 

Wiſe, brave, and juſt : And fince his late retyrn 
From Nefor's court at Pyle, he ſtill has held him 
In more eſpecial nearneſs to his heart. 

t. Tis raſh, and favors of unwary youth: 
Tell him he truſts too far — If I miſtook not, 
You ſaid he was a wooer. 

Men. True, he was; 

Noble by birth, and mighty in his wealth, 

Proud of the patriot's name and peoples praiſe, 


| By gifts, by friendly offices and eloquence, 
e 


won the herd of Ithacans to think him 

E'en worthy to ſupply his maſter's place. : 

t. Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful Ithaca! 
But Mentor! ſay, the Queen! could the forget 
The diff*rence *rwixt Ves and his flave ? 
Did not her ſoul reſent the violation, 
And, jpight of all the wrongs ſhe labour'd under, 
Daſh his ambition and preſumptuous love ? 

Men. Still great and royal in the worſt of fortunes, 
With native power and Majeſty array'd, 
She aw'd this raſh Ixion with her frown ; 
Taught him to bend his abject head to earth, 
And own his humbler lot—He ſtood rebuk'd, 4 
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And full of guilty ſorrow for the paſt, 
Vow'd to repeat the daring crime no more, 
But with humility and loyal ſervice 

To purgghis fame, and waſh the ftains away. 

t. Deceit and artifice ! the turn's too ſudden ; 
Habitual evils ſeldom change ſo ſoon, 

But many days muſt paſs, and many ſorrows, 

Conſcious remorſe and anguiſh muſt be felt, 

To curb defire, to break the ſtubborn will, 

And work a ſecond nature in the ſoul, 

Ere virtue can reſume the place ſhe loſt ; 

"Tis elſe diſſimulation— But no more, 

The ruffling train of ſuitors are at hand, 

Thoſe mighty candidates for love and empire; 

"Tis well the Gods are mild, when theſe — hope 

To merit their beſt gifts by riot and injuſtice. h 

Enter Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, Ephialtes, and 

Attendants. 5 

Pol. Our ſouls are out of tune, we languiſh all, 
Nor does the ſweet returning of the dawn 
Chear with its uſual mirth our drowzy ſpirits, 
'That droop'd beneath the lazy leaden might. * 
Asse. Can we, who ſwear we love, ſmile or be gay, 
When our fair Queen, the Goddeſs of our vows, 

She that adorns our mirth and g1lds. our day, 
Witholds the beams that only can revive us ? 

T hoon} Night muſt involve the world till ſhe appear, 
The flowers in painted meadows hang their heads, 

The birds awake not to their morning ſongs, 
Nor early hinds renew their conſtant labour; 
E'en nature ſeems to ſlumber till her call, 
Regardleſs of th? approach of any other day. 

Eph. Why is ſhe then withheld, this public good? 
Why does ſhe give thoſe hours that ſhould rejoice us 
To tears, perverſeneſs, and to ſullen privacy; 

While vainlv here we waſte our luſty youth, 
In Ar of t' uncertain bleſſing. 

Pol. For twice two years, this coy, this cruel beauty 
Has mock'd our hopes, and croſt em with delays; 
At length the female artifice is plain, 
The riddle of her myſtic web is E | 
Which ere her ſecond choice ſhe ſwore to weave ; 
Whilſt ſtill the ſecret malice of the night 


Undid the labours of the former day. 
B 6 Kee. - 
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Age. Hard are the laws of love's deſpotic rule, 
And ev'ry joy is trebly bought with pain; 

Crown we the goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 
Bacchus the jolly God of laughing pleafurey, 
Bid ev'ry voice of harmony awake, | 
Apollo's lyre, and Hermes tuneful ſhell ; 

Let wine and muſic join to ſwell the triumph, 

To ſooth uneaſy thought, and lull deſire. 

At. Is this the rev'rence due to ſacred beauty, | 
Or theſe the rites the Cyprian Goddeſs claims ? f 
Theſe rude licentious orgies are for /atyrs, 8 
And ſuch the drunken homage which they pay ; 
To old Silenus nodding on his als. N 
But be it as it may? it ſpeaks you well. } | 

£Ezh. What ſays the ſlave? | 

| Thoon, Oh! 'tis the ſnarler Zhong | 

A privileg'd talker—give him leave to rail; 

Or ſend for Jrus forth, his fellow droll, 

And let 'em play a match of mirth before us, 

And laughter be the prize to crown the victor. 

At. And doſt thou anſwer to reproof with laughter? 
But do ſo flill, and be what thou wert born; 

Stick to thy native ſenſe, and ſcorn inſtruction. 

- Oh folly ! What an empire haſt thon here! i 
What temples ſhall be rais'd to thee ! What crowds. 
Of flav'ring, hooting, ſenſeleſs, ſhameful idiots 
Shall worſhip at thy ignominious altars, 

While Princes are thy prietts! 

Hel. Why ſhould thou think, 

O'erweening, inſolent, unmanner'd ſlave, | 
That wiſdom does forſake the wealth, the honours, ü 
And full proſperity of Princes courts, | 
To dwell with rags and wretchedneis like thine ? 

Way doſt thou call him fool? | 

. Speech is moſt free, | 
It is es gift to all mankind in common. - | 
Why dof thou call me poor, and think me wretched? 

Poel. Becauſe thou art fo. 

Ei. Anſwer to thytelf, 

And let it ſerve for thee and for thy friend. 
Zee. He talks like oracles, obſcure and ſhort. 

At. I would be auderſtood, but apprehenſion . 

Is not thy talen. Midnight ſurſeits, wine, 

And painful undigeſted morning fumes, 

- Have marr'd thy ünderſtanding. Exh. 
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Eph. Hence, thou miſcreant! | 
My Lords, this railer is not to be borne. vance, 
t. and wherefore art thou borne, thou public grie- 
Thou tyrant, born to be a nation's puniſhment; 
To ſcourge thy guilty ſubjects for their crimes, 
And prove Heav'n's ſharpeſt vengeance ? 
Eph. Spurn him hence, | 
And tear the rude unhallow'd railer's tongue 
Forth from his throat. | 
t. If brutal violence | N 
And luſt of foul revenge ſhould urge the on, 
Spight of the Queen and hoſpitable Jowe, 
T' oppreſs a ſtranger, ſingle and unarm'd, 
Yet mark me well, I was not born thy vaſſal; 
And wert thou ten times greater than thou art, 
And ten times more a King, thus would I meet thee, 
Thus naked as I am, I would oppoſe thee, 
And fight a woman's battle with my hands, 
Ere thou ſhouldſt do me wrong, and go unpuniſh'd. 
- Eph. Ha! doſt thou brave me, dog: 
Coming up to Ethon. 


T hoon. Avant! 
Pol. Begone! 
Enter Eurymachus. | 

Eur. What daughter of old Chaos and the night 
What fury loiters "© behind the ſhades, 
To vex the peaceful morn with rage and uproar ! 
Each frowning viſage doubly dy'd with wrath, 
Your voices in tumultuous clamors rais'd, 
Venting reproach, and ſtirring ſtrong contention, 
Say you have been at variance—Speak, ye Princes, 
Wnence grew th* occaſion ? | 

At. King of Samos, hear me. | 
To thee, as to a King, worthy the name, 
The Majeſty and right divine of pow'r, —_ 
Boldly I dare appeal—This King of Seripbos, 

[ Pointing to Ephialtes. 
This iſland Lord, this Monarch of a rock, 
He and his fellow Princes there, yon? band 
Of eating, drinking lovers, have in ſcorn 
Of tie Gods laws, and ftrangers ſacred privilege, 
Offer'd me foul offence and moſt unmanly injuries. 
Eur. Away! it is too much—You wrong your 
| 8; honours, 0 | [Zo the vo, 


And. 
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And ſtain the luſtre of your royal names, | 
To brawl and wrangle with a thing beneath you; 
Are we not chief on earth, and plac'd aloft? 
'Tnd when we poorly ffoop to mean revenge, 
We ſtand debas'd and level with the ſlave 
Who fondly dares us with his vain defiance. 
£zh. Henceforward let the ribald railer learn 
To curb the lawleſs licence of his ſpeech ; 
Let him be dumb, we wo'not brook his prating. 
Eur, Goto! You are too bitter—But no more ; 
5 | [To Athop. 
Let ev'ry jarring found of diſcord ceaſe, 
Tune all your thoughts and words to beauty's praiſe, 
10 3 that with ſweet and pleaſant influence 
Breaks like the day- ſtar from the chearful eaſt. 
For ſee where circled with a crowd of fair ones, 
Freſh as the ſpring, and fragrant as its flow'rs, 
Your Queen appears, your Goddeſs, your Penelope. 
Enter the Queen with ladies, aud other attendants. - 
Diana thus on Cynthus ſhady top, 
Or by Ezrotas? ſtream leads to the chace 
Her virgin train; a thouſand lovely nymphs 
Of form celeſtial all, troop by her ſide; | | 
Amidſt a thouſand nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands confeſt, 
In beauty, majeſty, and port divine, 5 
Supreme and eminent. | 
Deen. If theſe ſweet ſounds, 
This humble fawning phraſe, this faithleſs flattery, 
If theſe known arts could heal my wounded ſoul, 
Could recompenſe the ſorrows of my days, 
Or ſooth the ſighings of my lonely nights ; 
Well might you hope to wooe me to your wiſhes, 
And win my heart with your fond tales of love : 
But ſince whate' er I've ſuffer'd for my Lord, 
From Troy, the winds and ſeas, the Gods and you, 
Is deeply writ within my {ad remembrance, 
Know, Princes, all your eloquence is vain. [weeping 
Age. If thoſe bright eyes that waſte their lights with 
Would kindly ſhine upon Agenor's hopes, 
| Behold he offers to his charming Queen 
His crown, his hfe, his ever faithful vows, 
What joys ſot'er, or love or empire yield, 
To bleſs her future days, and make em happy all. 
Pol. Accept my crown, and reign with me in _— 
o. 
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Thoon. Mine and the homage of my people wait you. 
Eph. I cannot court you with a ſilken tale, 
With eaſy ambling ſpeeches, fram'd on purpoſe, 
Made to be ſpoke in tune—but be my Queen, 
And leave my plain- ſpoke love to prove its merit. 
Queen. And am I yet to learn your love, your faith? 
Are not my wrongs gone up to Heav'n againſt you? 
Do they not ſtand before the throne of ove ; 
And call inceſſant on his tardy vengeance? | 
What ſan has ſhone that has not ſeen your inſolence, 
Your waſteful riot, and your impious mirth, | 
Your ſcorn of old Laertes* feeble age, | 
Of my ſon's youth, and of my, woman's weakneſs! 
Ev'n in my palace, here, my lateſt refuge, | 
(For you are Lords of all beſides in 1thaca,) 
With ruffian violence and murd'rous rage 
Vou menace the defenceleſs and the ſtranger; 
And from th' unhoſpitable dwelling drive 
Safety and friendly peace. 
Et. For me it matters not; 
Wrong is the portion ſtill of feeble age; 
My toilſome length of days, full oſt has taught me 
What 'tis to ſtruggle with the proud and powerful; 
But *tis for thy unhappy fate, fair Queen, 
"Tis to behold thy beauty and thy virtue, 
Tranſcendent both, worthy the Gods who gave em, 
And worthy of their care, to ſee *em left, 
Abandon'd and forſaken to rude outrage, 
And made a prize for drunkards ; tis — this 
My ſoul takes fire within, and vainly urges 
My cold enervate hand t'aſſert thy cauſe. | 
Queen, Alas! they ſcorn the weakneſs of thy age, 
As of my ſex—But mark me well, ye Princes! 
Whoe'er amonytt you dares to lift his hand 
Againſt the hoary head of this old man, 
This good old man, this friend of my Uly/es, 
Him will I hold my worſt, my deadlieſt foe, | 
Him ſhall my curſes and revenge purſue, { hatred, + 
And mark him from the reſt with moſt diſtinguiſn'd 
Ezh. That you are weak, defeneeleſs and oppreſt, 
Impute not to the Gods; they have befriended you, 
With laviſh hands they ſpread their gifts before you; 
What pride, revenge, what wanton love of change, 
Or womaa's with can aſk, behold, we offer you. 
| Curſe 
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Curſe Hogs erverſeneſs of your ſtubborn will then, 
That has delay'd your choice, and in that choice your 
bappineſs. 

Queen. And muſt J hear this fill, nid ſtill endure it 2 
Oh rage! diſhonour ! wretched, —_— — 115 
Return, return my hero, my Uly 
Bring him again, you cruel ſeas — winds, 

Troy ard adult'rous Paris are no more; 

Reſtore him then, you righteous Gods of Greece, 
Thavenge himſelf and me upon theſe tyrants, 
And do a fecond juſtice here at home. 

Eur, Amongſt the mighty Mares of the Greeks, 
Great names, and fam'd for higheſt deeds in war, 
His honour'd ſhade reſts from the toils of life 
In everlaſting indolence and eaſe, 

Careleſs of all your pray'rs and vain complainings, 

Which the winds bear away, and ſcatter in their wan: 
tonneſs. 

Turn thoſe bright eyes, then, from deſpair and death, 

And fix your better hopes among the * 2 

Fix them on one, who dares, who can defend you, 

One worthy of your choice. | 

Queen. If my free foul | 

Muſt ſtoop to this unequal hard condition, 

If I muſt make this ſecond hated choice, 

Yet by connubial Juno here I ſwear, 

None ſhall ſucceed my Lord, but that brave man 
That dares avenge me well upon the reſt. 

Then let whoever dares to love be bold, 

Be, like my former hero, made for war, 
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i Able to bend the bow, and toſs the ſpear ; 
I For ev'ry wrong his injur'd Queen has found, 
— Let him revenge and pay it with a wound; 


Fierce from the ſlaughter let che victor come, 

And tell me that my foes have met their doom; 

Then plight his faith upon his bloody ſword, 

And be what my Ulyges was, my beſt, my deareſt Lord. 


A . — 
— = S —_ 
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> _ [Exeurt Queen, Mentor, and Attendants; Euryma- 
if chus, Eplialtes, Agenor, Thoon, and Polydamas 
following. 


Manet Æthon. 
Art. O matchleſs proof of faith and love unchang'd ! 
il Left in the pride, the wiſhing warmth of youth, 
Por ten long years, and ten long years to that, _ 1 
11 145 n 
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And yet ſo true ! Beſet with ſtrong allurements, 

With youth, proud pomp, and ſoft bewitching pleaſure, 
Tis wonderful! and wives in later times | 
Shall think it all the forgery of wit, 


A fable curiouſly contriv'd tupbraid | 


Their fickle eaſy faith, and mock them for their lightnefs. 
But ſee the Samar King returns. 
5 Enter Eurymachus. 
Eur. I ſought you 
Amidſt the crowd of Princes, who attend 
The Queen to Juno's temple. | 
At. When I worſhip, : 
And bow myſelf before the aweful Gods, 
J mivgle not with thoſe who ſcorn the laws, 
With raging, brutal, looſe, voluptuous crowds, 
Who take the Gods for gluttons like themfelves. 
Zur. Thus ſullen garb, this moody diſcontent, 
Sits on thee well, and I applaud thy anger; 
Thy juſt diſdain of this licentious rout 
Yet all are not like theſe ; nor ought thy quarre 
Be carried on to all mankind in common. 
At. Perhaps the untaught plainneſs of my words, 
May make you think my manners rude and ſavage : 
But know my country is the land of liberty ; 
Pheacia's happy iſle, that gave me birth, 
Forbids not any to ſpeak” plain and truly; 
Sincere and open are we, roughly honeſt, 
Upright in deed, tho? ſimple in our ſpeech, 
As meaning not to flatter, or offend ; 
The uſe off words we have, but not the art, 
And &en as nature dictates ſo we ſpeak. 
Ear. Now by great Juno, guardian of our Samos, 
In ſtrong deſcription haſt thou well expreſt 
That manly virtue I would make a friend of. 
Nor thou, brave Athon, ſhalt difdain our amity, 
Our profter'd love; for know that Kings, like Gods, 
With all things good adorn their own creation, 
And where their favor fixes, there is happineſs. 
At. Yes, Sir, you are a King, a great one too; 
My humbler birth has caſt me far beneath you, 
And made me for the proffer'd grace unfit ; 
Friendſhip delights in equal fellowſtup, 
Where parity of rank and mutual offices . 
Engage both ſides alike, and keep the balance — 
| * 
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Tis irkſome to a gen'rous grateful ſoul. 
To be oppreſt beneath a load of favors, 
Still to receive, and run in debt to friendſhip, 
Without the power of paying ſomething back. 
Eur. I know thee grateful ; juſt and generous minds 
Are always fo; nor is thy power ſo ſcanty 
But that it may vie with a King's munificence, 
May make me large amends for all my bounty, 
May bleſs me with a benefit Iwant, 
And give me that which my foul moſt deſires ; 
'The Queen | 
At. How, Sir, the Queen? 
Eur. The beauteous Queen! 
That ſummer-ſun in full meridian glory, 
Brighter than the faint promiſe of the E 
With bleſſings ripen'd to the gatherer's hand, 
Mature for joy, and in perfection lovely; 
E'en ſhe ! 
The pride of Greece, the with of youthful Princes, 
Severe, and cold, and rigid, as ſhe is, 
Looks gently on thee, 4#:hon, ſhe beholds thee 
With kind regard, and liſtens to thy counſels. ¶ go on. 
At. Be ſtill thou beating heart! [| 4#ae.] Well, Sir, 
Eur. No more, there needs no more; thy piercing 
I read it in thy eyes, hath found my purpoſe, [ wits 
Be favourable then, be friendly to me; | 
Nay, I'll conjure thee, by my hopes, by thine, 
Whether they follow wealth, or power, or fame, 
Or what deſires ſoe er warm thy old breaſt, | 
Counſel me, aid me, teach me, be my friend. 
Et. Suppoſe me ſuch, what ſhould my friendſhip 
profit you ? | 
Eur. O by ten thouſand ways! has not that age 
That turn'd thy reverend locks to ſilver white, 
Has it not given thee ſkill in womankind, 
Sagacious wiſdom to explore their ſubtleties, 
Their cey averſions, and their eager appetites, 
Their falſe denials, and their ſecret yieldings ? 
Yet more, thy friendſhip with her former Lord, 
Gives thee a right to ſpeak, and be believ'd. her; 
Et. Then you would have me woe her for you, win 
This Queen, this wife of him that was my friend? _ 
Eur. Thou ſpeak'ſt me well; of him that was thy 
friend: A 
is 
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His death has broke thoſe bonds of love and friendſhip, 
And left me free and worthy to ſucceed | 
Both in her heart, and thine. 
At. Excuſe me, Sir, 
Nor think I meant to queſtion your high worth. 
Jam but ill at praiſing, or my tongue | 
Had ſpoke the great things that my heart thinks of you. 
Suppoſe me wholly yours—Yet do you hold 
This ſov*reign beauty made of ſuch light ſtuff, 
So like the common changelings of her ſex, 
That he that flatter'd, ſigh'd, and ſpoke her fair, 
Could win her from her ſtubborn reſolution 
And chaſte reſerv'dneſs, with his ſweet perſuaſion ? | 
Eur. No, were ſhe form'd like them, ſhe were a con- 
Beneath a Monarch's love, or tbon's wit. [queſt 
Not but I think, ſhe has her warmer wiſhes; 
Twer monſtrous elſe, and nature had denied 
Her choiceſt blefling to her faireſt creature; 
Her ſoft defires that ſteal abroad unſeen, 
Like filver Cynthia ſliding from her orb, 
At dead of mph oung Ezdymion's arms. 
Et. How! think you ſo? But ſo tis true it may be, 
The beſt of all the ſex is but a woman, | 
And why ſhould nature break her rule for one? 
To make one true, when all the reſt are falſe ? 
To find thoſe wiſhes then, thoſe fond deſires, 
To trace the fulſome haunts of wanton appetite, 
She muſt be try'd. 
Eur. That to thy care, my Atbon, 
Thy wit and watchful friendſhip I commenc. 
At. Yes, Sir, be certain on't, ſhe ſhall be try'd; 
Thro' all the winding mazes of her thoughts, 
Thro' all her joys, her ſorrows, and her fears, 
Thro' all her truth and falſhood I'll purſue her. 
She ſhall be ſubtler than deceit itſelf, 1 85 
And proſperouſly wicked if ſhe ſcape me. | 
Eur. Thou art my genius, and my happier hours 
Depend upon thy providence and rule. 
This day, at her return from Juno's altar, 
J have obtain'd an hour of private conference. 
At. What! private, ſaid you! *Twas a mark of 
Diſtinguiſhingly kind. [ favor, 
Eur. Somewhat I urg'd | 
That much concern'd her honour, and her ſafety, 


Nay, 


s 
| 
F 
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Nay, e'en the life of her belov'd Telemachus, 
Which to her ear alone I wonld diſcloſe : 
Thou ſhalt be preſent—How I mean to prove her, 
Which way to ſhake the temper of her ſoul, 
And where thy aid may ftand me moſt in ſtead, 
I will inſtruct thee as we paſs along. 
t. I wait you, Sir. 
Eur. Nor doubt of the ſucceſs, — 
This ſtubborn beauty ſhall be taught compliance. 
Fair daughter of the ocean, ſmiling Venus, 
Thou joy of Gods and men, aſſiſt my purpoſe; 
Thy Cyprus and Cythera leave awhile, 
Thy Paphian groves, and ſweet 1dalian hill, 
To fix thy empire in this rugged 1; 
Bring all thy fires from every lover tnere, 
To warm this coy, this cruel frozen fair, 
Let her no more from nature's laws be free, 
But learn obedience to thy great decree, 


Since Gods themſelves ſubmit to fate and thee. 1 
ME as eas vic [ Excugt 
End of the firſt Act. 
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ACT 1. 
Enter Antinous , Cleon, and Arcas. 


> Os IS thus, my fellow-citizens and friends, 
: "Tis thus unhappy Ithaca mult groan 
Beneath the bondage of a foreign Lord; 
A needy upſtart race of hungry ſtrangers 
Shall ſwarm upon the land, eat its increaſe, 
Devour the labours of the toiling hind, 
And gather all the wealth and honors of our iſle. 
Cle. The filken minions of the Samian court, 
To lord it o'er the province ſhall be ſent, 
To rule the tate, to be the chiefs in war, 
And lead our hardy Ithacans to battle. 
Freedom and right ſhall ceaſe ; our corn, wine, oil, 
The fatneſs of the year ſhall ail be theirs; 
Our modeit matrons, and our virgin daughters, 
E'en all we hold moſt dear, ſhall be the ſpoil, 
The prey of our ynperious haughty maſters, - 
| | ; Arc. 
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Arc. Would I could ſay I did not bear theſe evils. 
Ant. O honeſt Arcas, tis too plain a danger. 
The Queen, requir'd by public voice to wed, 
To end at once the hopes and riotous concourſe 
Of princely gueſts, contending for her love, 
O'er-paſling all the nobleſt of our iſle, 
Inclines to fix her choice on proud Zurymachwus. 
Cle. Why rides the Samian fleet within our harbour, 
But to fupport their tyrant's title here? 
With cauſes feign they linger long, pretending 
Rude winter ſeas, with omens that forbid 
The frighted mariner to leave the ſhore ; 
While Neptune ſmooths his waters for their paſſage, 
And gently-whiftling winds invite their fails, 
As if they wiſh'd to waft them back to Samos. 
Arc. Ulyſſes is no more; the partial Gods, 
Who favour'd Priam and his hapleſs race, 
Have pour'd their wrath o 1 nis devoted head, 
And now in ſome far diſtant realm, expos'd 
To glut the vulture's and the lion's maw, 
Or in the oozy botom of the deep, 
Full many a fathom dow, the hero lies, 
And never ſhall return What then remains, 
But that our country fly to thee for ſuccor, 
5 ee [To Antinous. 
To thee, the nobleſt of the Lords of Ithaca? 


NN 
nue eee e 
4 ink ant 4 


And when I once preſum'd to ſpeak my paſſion, 

She calPd it inſdlence Since then I've ſtrove 

To hide th' unlucky folly, from all eyes 

But your's, my friends, who view my naked ſcu', 
| Arc. 


i 
* 
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And ſince, ſo fate ordains, our Queen muſt wed, 1 

Be chou her ſecond choice, be thou our ruler, Xx | 

And fave ous nation from a foreign yoke. _ if 

Ant. You are my friends, and over-rate my worth. ied 

But witneſs for me, for you ſtill have known me, 3 

Whene'er my country's ſervice calls me on, 7 

No enterprize ſo doubtful, or ſo dangerous, 75 v7 

But I Will boldly prove it, to preſerve thee, | 1 

Oh Ithaca, from bondage. [ I 

Cle. Wherefore urge you not | $5 

Your ſuit among the reſt? 0 7 

N Ant. The cruel Queen, 26 
S | Rejects my humble vows with angry ſcorn : Sil 
54 
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Ave. Avon your flame in public, tell the world 
| Autinous is worthy of a Queen; 
f So many valiant hands ſhall own your cauſe, 
So ſhall the voice in Ithaca be for you, 
The Queen ſhall own your love has made her great, 
And giv'n her back an empire ſhe had loſt. 

Ant. Think not I dream the hours of life away, 
Supine, and negligent of love and glory; 
| : No, Arcas, no, my active mind is buſy, 
| And ſtill has labour'd with a vaſt deſign; 
* Ere long the beauteous birth will be diſclos'd, 8 
| Then ſhall your pow'rs come forth, your ſwords and 

counſels, 

And manifeſt the love you bear Antinous; 
| "Till then be ſtill— To favour my deſign, 
| With low ſubmiſſions, with obſequious duty, 
; And vows of friendſhip fit to flatter boys with, 
| I've wound myſelf into the Prince's heart. 
| Cle. *'Tis faid, the love-fick youth dotes ev'n duck | 
| Upon the Samian Princeſs, fair Semanthe.' | 
: | Fat. Let it go on—' tis a convenient dotage, 
| And ſutes my purpoſe well the youth by nature 
[ Is active, fiery, bold, and great of foul; _ 
1 Love 1s the bane-of all theſe noble qualities, | 
i The ſiekly fit that palls ambition's a petite; 
1 And therefore have I nurs'd the * diſeaſe, 
Inſpiring lazy wiſhes, ſighs and languiſhings, 
| Unactive dreaming floth, and womaniſh ſoftneſs, 

| | To freeze his veins, and quench his manly fires. 
| 'Fhe froward God of love, to boaſt his pow! r, 
! Has bred of late ſome little jars between em; 

But 'twas my care to reconcile their follies, 
And if my augury deceives me not, 
| This day a prieſt in private makes em one, 
| Unknown or to the Queen, or to 8 
5 But ſee !—they come—retire,—— ' 
| Enter Telemachus and Semanthe. 


| | Do, ſigh, and ſmile, 
1 | And print thy lips upon the ſoft white hand; 
3 Sieepters and crowns are trifles none regard, 
1 That can be bleſt with ſuch a joy as tis is. 
| [Exeunt Antinous, Cleon, and Arcs. 
F . Yes, my Semanthe, ſtill I will complain, 
Still 
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Still I will murmur at thee, cruel maid, 

For all that pain thou gav'ſt my art but now. 

What God, averſe to innocencè and love, | 

Could ſhake thy gentle ſoul with ſuch a ftorm ? 

ou at that happy moment, when the prieft [ thee, 
ad join'd our hands, thou ſtart'ſt as death had ſtruck 

And ſighing cried, Ah! no! it is impoſſible 

Sem. And yet, oh my lov'd Lord, yet I am yours; 
This hand has giv'n me to you, and this heart, 

This heart that akes with tenderneſs, confirm'd it. 

Tel. And yet thou art not mine ;—elſe why this ſor- 
Why art thou wet with weeping, as the earth, [row? 
When vernal Jove deſcends in gentle ſhow'rs, 

To cauſe increaſe, and bleſs the infant year, 
When ev'ry ſpiry graſs, and painted flow'r, 
Is hung with pearly drops of heav'nly rain? 

Sem. Ye woods and plains, and all ye virgin Dryads, 

Happy companions of thoſe woods and plains, 
Why was I forc'd to leave your chearful fellowſhip, 
To come and looſe my peace of mind at Ithaca? 
And oh! Semanthe, wherefore didſt thou liſten 

To that dear voice? why didſt thou break thy vow, 
Made to the huntreſs Cynthia and her train? 
Ah! fay, fond maid, ſay wherefore didſt thou love? 

Tel. Alas! my gentle love, how have I wrong'd 
By what unwilling crime have I offended ? [ thee ? 
That thus with ſtreaming eyes thou ſhouldſt complain, 
Thus daſh my joys, and quench thoſe holy fires, 

By yellow Hymen's torch ſo lately lighted : 
Thus ſtain this bleſſed day, our bridal day, 
With the deteſted omen of thy ſorrows ? | 

Sem. Of what ſhould I accuſe thee ? thou art noble, 
Thy heart is (oft, is pitiful and tender; 

And thou wilt never wrong the poor Semanthe, 
And yet 0 

Tel. What mean'ſt thou? 

Sem. What have we been doing ? 

Tel. A deed of happineſs. 

Sem. Are we not married? 

Tel. We are,—and like the careful, thrifty hind, 
Who provident of winter fills his ftores 
With all the various plenty of the autumn, 

We've hoarded vp a mighty maſs of joy, 
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* To laſt for all our years that are to come, | 
And ſweeten ev'ry bitter hour of life. [ hopes, - 
Sem. Fain would I ſooth my ſoul with theſe ſweet 
Forget the anguiſh of my waking cares, | 
And all thoſe boding dreams that haunt my ſlumbers ; 
Laſt night, when after many a heavy ſigh, 
And many a 12 thought, the God of ſleep, 
Inſenſible and ſoft, had ſtole upon me | 
Methought I found me by a murm'ring brook, 
Reclin d at eaſe upon the flow'ry margin 
And thou, thou firſt and laſt of all my thoughts, 
Thou dear eternal object of my wiſhes, 
Cloſe by my ſide wert laid. 
Tel. Delightful viſion! 
And oh! oh pity that it was not real. 
Sem. Awhile on many a pleaſing theme we talk'd, 
And mingled ſweet diſcourſe; when on the ſudden, 
The cry of hounds, the jolly huntſman's horn, 
With all the chearful muſic of the chace, 
Surpris'd my ear and ſtrait a troop of nymphs, 
1 Once the dear partners of my virgin heart, 
1. Flew lightly by us, eager of the ſport ; | 
0 | Laſt came the Goddeſs, great Latone's daughter, 
it With more than mortal grace ſhe ſtood Re 
; I ſaw the golden quiver at her back, . 
„ | And heard the ſounding of her ſilver bow. 
jt Abaſh'd I roſe, and ſlowly made obeiſance; 
But ſhe, not ſweet, nor affable, nor ſmiling, 
As once ſhe wont, with ſtern regard beheld me ; 3 
And wherefore doft thou loiter here, ſhe ſaid, 1 
Of me, thy fellows, and our ſports unmundful ? 5 
Return, thou fugitive; nor vainly hope | 
To drefs thy bridal bed, and waſte thy youth 
In wanton pleaſures, and inglonous love; 
0 | A virgin at my altar wert thou vow'd, 
Tis £1x'd by fate, and thou art mine for ever. 
2 With that ſhe ſnatch'd a chaplet from my head, 
Which for thy head in fondneſs I had wove, 
And bore me ſwiftly with her: In my flight, 
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Backwards, methought, 1 turn'd my eyes to thee, 


N . But found thee not, for thou wert vaniſh'd from me, 
And in thy place my father lay extended 
Upon the earth, a bloody lifeleſs coarſe; 


Struck 
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Struck to the very heart, I ſhriekt aloud, 
And waking, found my tears upon my pillow, _ 
Tel. Vex not thy peaceful ſoul, my fair Semanthe, 
Nor dread the anger of the awful Gods, 1 ta 
Safe in thy native unoffending innocence. 
Still when the golden ſun withdraws his beams, 
And drowzy night invades the weary world, 
Forth flies the God of dreams, fantaſtic Mor phews, 
Ten thouſand mimic fantoms fleet around him, 
Subtle as air, and various in their natures, * 
Each has ten thouſand thouſand diff rent forms, 
In which they dance tonfus'd before the ſleeper, 
While the vain God laughs to behold what pain 
Imaginary evils give mankind, 
Sem. Not happy omens that approve our wiſhes; 
When bright with flames the chearful altar ſhines, 
And the good Gods are gracious to our offerings, 
Not oracles themſelves, that ſpeak us happy, 
Could charm my fears, and lull my froward ſorrows; 
Like the dear voice of him whom my ſoul loves: 
Ev'n while thou fpok'ſt my breaſt begun to glow, | 
J felt ſweet hopes, and joy, and peace returning, . 
And all the fires of life were kindled up anew. | 
Tel. Hence then, thou meager care, ill-boding me 
Anxious diſquiet, and heart-breaking grief, [lancholy, 
Fly to your native feats, where deep below 
Old night and horrow with the furies dwell, 
Love and the joyful genial bed diſclaim you; . 
To night a thouſand little laughing Cup:ds 
Shall be our guard, and wakeful watch around ug 
No ſound no thought ſhall enter to diſturb us, | 
Sut ſacred filence reign? unleſs, ſometimes, 
We ſigh and murmur with excels of happineſs, 
Sem. Alas, my Lord? 
Tel, Again that mournful ſound ! 
Sew. What other pain is this? what other fear, 
So aff rent quite from what I felt before? 
Alternate heat and cold ſhoot thro? my veins, 
Now a chill dew bangs faintly on my brow, 
And now with gentle warmth I glow all o'er ; 
Short are my ſighs, and nimbly beats my heart, 
I gaze on thee with joy, and yet I tremble, 
Iis pain and pleaſure blended, both at once, 
*Tis life and death, or ſomething more than either. 
Vol. II. | 8 Tele 
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Tel. Thus untry'd ſoldiers, when the trumpet ſounds , 
Expect the combat with uncertain paſſions ; 
Thus nature ſpeaks in unexperienc'd maids, 
And thus they bluſh, and thus like thee they tremble. 
At even, when the Queen retires to reſt, 
I'll meet thee here, and take thee to my arms, 
Thy beſt, thy ſureſt refuge. 
But ſee! the ſtranger Atbon comes, retire, 
J would not have his watchful eye obſerve us. 
Tuuter #fthon. 
I charge thee loiter not, but haſte to bleſs me, 
Haſte, at th* appointed hour—— 
Think with what eager hopes, what rage I burn, 
For ev*ry tedious minute how I mourn ; 
Think, how I call thee cruel for thy ſay, 
And break ry heart wit! grief, for thy unkind delay. 
» [ Exeunt Tele machus aud Semanthe. 
NMlanet Æthon. 
i. Ha! what ſo cloſe? how cautious to avoid me! 


As who ſhould ſay, old man you are too wilt, 


What has my youth to do with your inſtructions, 
While folly is ſo pleaſant to my taſte, 

And damn'd deſtruction wears a face fo fair? 
This Samian King is hajHy in his arts: 

His daughter, vow'd a virgin to Diana, 


Is brought to play the wanton here at Ithaca: 


No matter for religion ; let the Gods 
Look to their rites themſelves ; ; the youth grows fond, 
750 to their wiſh ! and fears himſelf their vaſſal. 
1is mother follows next—bnt foft—they come; 
Now to put on the pander that's my office. 
Enter the Queen and Eurymachus. 
Queen. Have 1 not anſwer'd oft, it is in vain, 
In vain to urge me with this hateful ſubject ? 


As thou art noble, pity me, Eurymachus. 


Add not new weight of ſorrows to my days, 

That drag too flow, too heavily along; 

Compel me not to curſe my life, my being, 

To curſe each morn, each chearful morn, that dawn? 


With healing comfort on its balmy wings, 


To ev'ry wretched creature, but myſelf; 


To me it brings more pain, and iterated woes. 


Eur. Oh God of . bright Majas ſon! 
Teach 
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Teach me what more than mortal grace of ſpeech, 
What ſounds can move this fierce relentleſs fair, 
'This cruel Queen, that pityleſs beholds 

My heart that bleeds for her, my humble knee, 
In abje& low ſubmiſſion bent to earth, 

To deprecate her ſcorn, and beg in vain, 

One gracious word, one favourable look, 

Qucen. Come back the tedious years, ſince firſt my 
Forfook theſe faithful arms to war with Trey; [hero 
And yet in all that long, long tract of time, 

Witneſs, ye chaſter pow'rs, if e'er my thoughts 
Have harbour'd any other gueſt but him: 
Remember, King of Samos, what I've been, 
Then think if I can change Aton come near. 
[ Ethon comes forward, 
Good honeſt man! how rare is truth like thine |! 
Thou great example of a loyal ſriend! 

At. Oh Lady, ſpare that praiſe; if few like me 
Are friends, yet none have ever lov'd like you ; 

Why what a mighty ſpace is twenty years! 

*Tis irkſom to remembrance, to look back 

Upon your youth, that happier part of life, 

L ike ſome fir field, or rich and fertile ſoil, 
'That might have bleſt the awner with abundance, 
But left unheeded, hike a barren moor, 

Lies fenceleſs, wild, uncultivate, and waſte, 

Jueen. Alas! 

Eur. Werezyouth and beauty giv'n in vain ? 
Why were the Gods ſo laviſh of their giſts, 

To one, whoſe ſullen pride neglects to uſe em, 
As 16 ſhe ſcorn'd the care 5 took to make her 
happy ? 

At. More than enough of ſorrow have you known; 
Care cafe at length to your afflicted ſoul, 

Be comforted, and now while time 15 yours, 

Taſte the good things of life, yet ere they periſh, 
Yetere the happy ſeaſon paſs away. [art, 
Queen. What ſov'reign balm, what heav'nly healing 
Can cure a heart ſo torn with grief as mine, 

Can ſtay this never-ceafing ſtream of tears, 

And once more make my tenſes know delight? 

Eur. What God can work that niiracl. bat love? 
Love, who diſpenſes joy to Heay'n itſelf, 
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And chears his fellow-Gods more than their nectar, 
Till wrapt with vaſt, unutterable pleaſures, 
Such as immortal natures only know, 
Each owns his pow'r, and bleſſes the ſweet boy. 

* Queen. Now, AEthon, by thy friendſhip to my Lord, 
| * Anſwer, I charge thee, to this cruel King; | 
ll. Demand if it be noble to prophane 
| My virtue thus, with looſe diſhoneſt courtſhip. - 
1 At. Are love and - virtue then ſuch mortal foes, 
That they mutt never meet ? 
it Queen. Never with me, 
i Unleſs my Lord return. | 
i | At. Vain expectation! [Ae bon? 
| Queen. Ha! Surely I miſtook !—what ſaid'ſt thou 
| Et. That you have waited long for that return, 
ij Waſted too much of life, and caſt away 
Thoſe precious hours, that might have been employ'd 
To better uſe than weeping. 

Queen. This from thee ! 
Oh faithleſs! truth is vaniſi'd then indeed. - 
Oh Zhen /—art thou too - become my enemy? 

At. If, to reward your faith to loſt Uly/es, 
J pray the Gods to heap their bleſſings on you, 
To make you miſtreſs of a mighty nation, 
An empire greater, nobler than your own ; 
And crown you with this valiant Monarch's love; 
If this be enmity, you may accuſe me. | 

Queen. Doſt thou ſolicit for him; doſt thou dare 
Invade my peace, my virtue ? f 

At. Not for him, 

But for the common happineſs of both. 

Queen. Traitor! no more—at length thy wicked arts, 
Thy falſe diſſembled frierdſhip for my Lord, 
Thy pious journey hither for his ſake, 

Thy care of me, my ſon, and of the ſtate, 

Thy praiſe, thy counſels, and thy ſhew of virtue, 

So holy, ſo adorn'd with rev'rend age, 

All are reveal'd, and thou confeſt a villain; | 

Hire, and the ſordid love of gain have caught thee; 

Gold has prevail'd upon thee to betray me, 

And bargain for my honour with this Prince. | 
| [ Pointing to Eurymachus. 
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At. It grieves me I offend you—ſure I am, | 
I meant it as a friend. | 
Queen. Hence from my fight ! : | 
Eur. AHibon, no more, —ſince love and willing ſriend- 
Employ their pious offices in vain, [ſhip | 
Learn we*henceforth from this imperious beauty, | 
Learn we, from her example, to be cruel : | = 
And tho? our ſofter paſſions reſt unſatisfied, WE 
Yet the more fierce, the manly, and the rough, | 
Shall be indulg'd and riot to excels. 
Up then, revenge, and arm thee tnou fell fury, 
Up then, and ſhake thy hundred iron whips, 
To day I vow to ſacniice to thee, | 
And flake thy horrid thirſt with draughts of royal gore. | 
Qucen. What ſays the tyrant ?| afde. ] Oh, Eurymachus, | 
What fatal purpa;e has thy heart conceiv'd ? 8 
What means that rage that lightens in thy eyes, 1 
That flaſhes fierce, and menaces deſtruction? , i 
Far. The lambent fire of love prevails no more, 
And now another mightier flame ſucceeds ; 
Vaunt not too ſoon, nor triumph in thy ſcorn : 
For know, proud Queen, in ſpight of thy diſdain, 
There is a way ev'n yet to reach thy heart, 
Thou haſt a ſon, the ming of thy eye 
Qucen. Oh fatal thought ! | | 
Fear, like the hand of death, has ſeiz'd my heart, 
Cold, chilling cold-my fon! Oh my Talemacbus / 
Et. That ſtroke was home — now, virtue, hold thy 
own. [Alide.] . | 
Eur. Know then, that fon is in my pow'r, and hold? | 
His frail uncertain being at my pleaſure, | 
And when I frown, death and deſtruction, greedy, 
Watchful, intent like tigers on their prey, 
Start ſudden forth, and ſeize the helpleſs boy. 
Three hundred choſen warriors from my fleet, 
Who undiſcern'd, in parties, and by ftedlth, 
Late came aſhore, now wait for my commands; 
Think on 'em as the minifters of fate, 
For when I bid em execute, tis done. | 
Jueen. If, as my ſoul preſages from thoſe terrofs 
Which gather on thy ſtern, tempeſtuous brow, 
Thou art ſeverely bent on death and vengeance, 
Vet hear me, hear a wretch's only pray*r, | 
C 3 0 


— — 
a 


———— 


— Ce ent ee EEE — —＋—j———— — 
4 ö 


\ 


30 ULYTSSER 


Oh ſpare the innocent, ſpare my Telemachus, 

Let not the ruffian*s fword nor murd'rous violence 

Cut off the noblo promiſe of his youth, 

Oh ſpare him, and let all thy rage fell here; 

Remember *twas this haughty, ſtubborn Queen 

Refus'd thy love, and let her feel thy hate. 
Eur, A ſecret joy gkdes thro' my ſullen heart, 

To ſce fo fair a inter kagel before me. 

But what have Ito do with thoughts like theſe? 

Atbon, go bear this ring t bold Ceraunus, 

The valiant leader cf our £23727 band; 

My laſt of ordert, „ this morn I gave him, 


Bid him perform; dufte thou, and ire it done. 


Queer. Stay, I conjure thee, hn. Cruel King! 
Spenle, anten me,. rnold this dreadful ſecret: 
Ware pcints this alter, dark, myſterious miſchicſ? 
Day, r te hean of „hut devoted wreben 
Jus vaagech tinuder ims— Say, while my fears 
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rhon it keard me. 5 1 2% Eurymachus: 
Too well, alas! ] underſtand my fate; | 
tow have i been among the happy mothers 

Call'd the moſt happy, 0 to be moſt miſerable: 


The barren, comfortleis fate down and wept, 


When they compar'd their marriage-beds with mine; 
The fruitful, when they boaſted of their numbers, 


With envy and unwilling praiſe, confeſt 


That I had all their bleſlings in my one. 


Our virgins, when they met him, figh'd and bluſh'd, 

Matrons and wives beheld him as a wonder, | 

And gazing crowds purſu'd and bleſt him as he paſs'd, 

But then his youth ! his tenderneſs! his piety ! 

Oh my'Telemachus ! my fon! my ſon ! [1ngs, 
Eur. And what are all theſe tears and helpleſs watt 

What poor amends to injur'd love and me? 

How have I mourn'd thy fcorn, unkind and cruel? 

How have I melted in unmanly weeping ? 

How have I taught the ſtubborn rocks of Ithaca, 8 
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And all the ſounding ſhore to echo my complainings ? 
And haſt thou e'er relented? Now mourn thou, 

And murmur not, nor think thy lot too hard, 

Since equal juſtice pays thee but thy own. 

Queen. Oh didſt thou know what agonies I feel, 
Hard as thou art, thou would'ſt have pity on me: 
Death is too poor a name, for that reans reſt, 

But ' tis deſpair tis mad—tormenting rage, 
Tis terrible tis bitter pain—it is 
A mother's mourning for her only ſon. | 

t. Now, now her lab'ring heart is rent with anguiſh! 

Oh Nature, how affecting are thy forrows ! 

How moving, melting in a mother's eyes! 

So filver Thetis, on the Phrygian ſhore, 

Wept for her fon, foreknowing of his fate, 

The ſea-nymphs fate arc:ind, and join'd their tears, 
While from his loweſt deep old father Ocean 

Was heard to groan in pity of their pain. [Aſide. 

Ear. Fair mourner riſe— Thus far thou haſt prevail'd, 
1 [ Ofering to raiſe her. 
If, to atone for all I have endur'd, 
For all thy cold neglect, thy arts, delays, 
For all my years oi anxwus expectation, 
This night thou give thy beauties io my arms; 
This night! for love, impatient of my wrongs, 
Allows not ev'n a moment's ſpace beyond it, 
The Prince, thy lov'd Telemachus, ſhall live, 
And danger and diſtreſs ſuall never know thee more. 
Queen. Oh ſhame! Oh modeſty! Connubial truth 
And ſpotleſs purity! Ve heav'nly train! | 
Have I preſerv'd you in my ſecret foul, 
To give you up at laſt, then plunge in guilt, 
Abandon'd to dithonour and pollution ? 
Oh never! never! let me firſt be rack'd, 
Torn, ſcatter'd by the winds, plung'd in the deep, 
Or bound amid the flames Oh friendly earth 
Open thy boſom and thou Preſerpine, 
Infernal Juno, mighty Queen of ſhades, 
Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful empire, 
And hide me, fave me from this ty rant's fury. 

At. Oh racking racking pain of ſecret thought! 

Alide. 

Eur. Hence! hence thou trifler love! fond, vain de- 

ceiver! | 
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] caft, J tear thee out Atbon, be gone 

Then drag me too! Vet hear me once, once more, 

For I will ſpeak to the of love !—of rage! 

Of death! of madneſs! and eternal Chaos / TH 
Eur. Away, thou loiterer ! £ [7o AZthon, 
Ait Then I muſt-go. 

Ducen. Eurgmachus! | Holding out her hand bim. 

Eur. Spea bs OS. 

LDucen. Mercy! 

Eur, Love! 

Queen. Telemac but. 

Eur. My Queen! My Goddeſs! Art thou kind at 
Oh ſoftly, ſofdy breathe the charming found, [laſt! 
And let it gently ſteal upon my ſoul, 

Gently as falls the balmy dew from Heav'n, 

Or let thy kind conſenting eyes ſpeak for thee, 

And bring me the ſweet tidings from thy heart; 

She yields! immortal Gods! ſhe yields! 

Queen. Where is he? | 
Wuere is my ſon? O tell me, is he ſafe? 

Swear to me ſome moſt ſacred ſolemn oath, 

Swear my Telemach.15 is free from danger. 

Eur. Hear me, gicit ore, father of Gods and men, 
And thou blue Nepzune, and thou Styg ian Pluto, 

Hear, all the greater and ye leſſer powers, 

That rule in Heav'n, in Earth, in Seas, and Hell, 

While to my Queen, on this fair hand I ſwear, 

That royal youth, tiat beſt-lov'd ſon is ſafe, 

Nor dies 155 his mother urge his fate. 

At night, a Prieſt, by faithful Athon's care, 

In private ſhall attend at thy apartment; 

here while rich gums we burn, and ſpicy odors, 

The Gods of marriage and of love invoking, 

1 will renew my vows, and at thy feet 

Devote ev'n all my pow'rs to thy command. | 
Queen. Till en be kind, ard leave me to myſeif; 

Leave me to veut the fulneſs of my breaſt, : 

Pour out the ſorrows of my ſoul alone, 

And ſign myiclt, if poſſible, to peace. 

Oh thou dear youth, for whom ] feel again 

My throes, and twice endure a mother's pain; 

Well had I died to fave thee, Oh my ſon, 

Well, to preſerve thy life, had giv'n my own; 
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But when the thoughts of former days return, 
When my loſt virtue, fame, and peace I mourn, 
The joys which {till thou gav'i me I forget, 
And own I bought thee at a price too great. 
[Exit the Queen. 
Eur. At length we have prevail'd-: Fear, Doubt, and 
Thoſe peeviſh female uirtues, fly before us, [ ſhame, 
And the diſputed field at laſt 1s ours. 
Et. Yes, you have conquer'd, have approv'd your- . 
A maſter in the knowledge of the ſex. [ff 
What then remains but to prepare for triumph, 
To rifle all the ſpoils of captive beauty, | 
And reap the ſweet reward of your palt labors ? 
What of the Prince ? 
Eur. He lives, but muſt be mine, 
And my Semanthe's love the band to hold him; 
But to to-morrow's dawn leave we that care, 
The preſent day, for deep, for vaſt deſigns, 
And hardy execution is decreed, 
This night, aceording to their wonted riot, 
The rival Princes mean to hold a feaſt. 
- Et, I mark'd but cow the mighty preparation, 
When to the hall the ſweating ſlaves paſs'd in, 
Bending beneath the maſſy goblets weight, 
Whole each capacious womb, fraught with rich juice, 
Drawn from the Chian and the Leſbian grape, 
Portended witleſs mirth, vain laughter, boaſting, 
Conte ntious brawling, madne's, miſchie!, and foul mur- 
While to appeaſe the glutton's greedy maw [der; 
Whole herds are ſlain, more than ſuffice for hecatombs, 
E'en more than zeal, with pious prodigality, 
Beſtows upon the Gods to feed their prieſts with. 
Zur. Then mark me well, or ere the rolling night 
Have finiſh'd half her courſe, the fumy vapours , 
And mounting ſpirits of the deep-drunk bowl, | 
Shall ſeize the brains of theſe carouſing lovers; 
Then ſhalt thou, Arbon, with my valiant Samians, 
Arm'd and appainted all at thy commard, 
Surround the hall, and on our common foes 
At once revenge my Queen, thyſelf, and me. 
At. Ha! ata blow !-—''is juit—tis greatly thought! 
By ove, th'avenger, *twill be noble {laughter ; 
Nor doubt tlVevent, I anſwer for em all, 
Erapanuks” FT IS 
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Eur. Thine then be all the care, 
While I with ſofter pleaſures crown my hours, 
And revel in delight. ä 
At. How! at that hour! |  [Srarting. 
Ha ! in enjoyment! can that be? F 
Eur. It muſt. 
Fierce for the joy, in ſecret and alone 
I'll teal upon my love. 
Ait. Stay | that were well! 
Alone you muſt Fl k 
Eur. None but the ab 40s prieſt 
That too muſt be thy care, to bas wo one faithful, 
One for the purpoſe fit. | 
At. Moſt worthy office! Alle 
One to your wiſh, try'd in theſe pious ſecrets, 
My friend of ancient date, is now in Ithaca / 
Him ſworn to ſecrecy, and well prepar'd, 
J will inſtruct to wait you with the Queen. 
Eur. Then be propitious, love! 
At. And thou, revenge! 
Shoot all thy fires, and wake my ſtumb'ring rage; 
Let my paſt wrongs, let indignation raiſe | 
My age to emulate my youthful praiſe ; 
Let the ftern purpoſe of my heart ſucceed, 
Let riot, luſt, aud proud injuſtice bleed. 
Grant me but this, ye Gods, who favour right, 
I a{ no other bliſs nor fond delight, 
Nor envy thee, O 2222 thy bridal night. 
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„ 
Enter Ethon, Mentor, and Eumæus. 


„ IF virtue be ane l. loſt and gone, A 
At. No matter for the means that wrought the ruin; 
Whether the pomp of pleaſure danc'd before her, 
Alluring to the ſoiſe, or dreadful danger 
Came arm'd with all its terrors to the onſet, 

She ſhould have held the battle to the laſt, 
Undaunted, vieldleſs, firm, and died or conquer'd. 

Men. Think on what hard, or what unequal terms 

Virtue, betray'd within by woman's weakneſs p 
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Beſet without with mighty fears and flatteries, 
Maintains the doubtful conflict Sure if any 

Have kept the holy marriage bed inviolate, 

If all our Grecian wives are not like Helen, 
That praiſe the Queen my royal miſtreſs merits. 

Eum. And oh impute not one unheeded word, 
Forc'd from her in the bittereſt pangs of ſorrow, 
When fierce-conflicting paſſion ſtrove within, 
Like all the winds at once let looſe upon the main, 
When wild diſtraction rul'd Oh urge not that, 
A blemiſh on her fair, her matchleſs fame 

At. Oh Mentor and Eumæus, faithful pair! 

To whom my life, my honour, all I truſt, 
Theſe eyes beheld her yielding Curſed object! 
Beheld her in the Sam an King's embrace; 
The fight of hell, of baleful Acheron, 
That rolls his livid waves around the damn'd, 
Roaring and yelling on the farther ſhore, 
Was not ſo terrible fo irkſome to me, 
As when I ſaw his arms infold Penelope. 
J heard the fatal compact for to- night, 
The joys which he propos'd, nor ſhe denied 
But ſee ſhe comes os, 
Men. How much unlike a bride | 

Euler the In 
Behold her tears, ſee comfortleſs affliction, 
Anguiſh, and helpleſs, deſolate misfortune 
Vrit 1n her face, | 

AZE. Retire; I would obſerve her. 

Mentor and Eumæus retire 4% the back part 8 
the ſtage. 

Queen. And doſt thou only weep ? Shall that put of 
'T'h” approaching hour of ſhame, or ſave thy ſon ? 
Thou weep*ſt, and yet the ſetting ſun deſcends 
Swift to the weſtern waves, and guilty night 
Haſty to ſpread her horrors oe'r the world, 

Rides on the duſky air And now it comes, 

The fatal moment comes, e' en that dread time 
When witches meet to gather herbs on graves, 
When difcontented ghoſts forſake their tombs, 
And ghaſtly roam about, and doleful groan. * [dow 
And hark! the ſcreech-owl ſcreams, and beats the win- 
With deadly wings—And hark ! more dreadful yet, 
Like Thracian Narres to unhappy Phlomel, 

| C 6 'The 


— 


( 
36 ULYSSES. 


The furious bridegroom comes—the tyrant ! raviſher ! 
And fee ! the ſhade of my much injur'd Lord | 
Starts up to blaſt me !—Hence !—Begone, you horrors, 
For I will hide me in the arms of death, 
And think on you no more That traitor here! 
| | [ Seeing Æthon. 
Et. Hail, beauteous . the God of Love ſa · 
And thus by great Eurymachus he ſpeaks, [lutes thee, 
Be forrow and misfortune on thy foes, 
But let thy days be crown'd with ſmiling peace, 
Content and everlaſting joy dwell with thee. . 
Queen. Com'ſt thou to greet me with the ſounds of joy? 
Thou meſſenger of fate So the hoarſe raven 
Croaks o'er the manſion of the dying man, 
And often warns him with this diſmal note, 
To think upon his tomb. bo 
t. Or I miſtook, 
Or I was bid to treat of gentler matters, 
Kindly to aſk at what ons hour, 
Your royal bridegroom and the prieft ſhould wait you. 
Queen. Too well my boding heart foretold thy 
ding s. : g 
Now what — ?—here is no room for choice, 


Tis one _ of infamy to doubt ; 


What muſt muſt be—Let me then reſolve, 
Tis only thus vo more — and I am free. [ Afize. 
Say to the Samian King, thy maſler, thus; 
When Mezc/aus and the fate of Greece 
Summon'd my Lord to Trey, he left behind him 
None worthy af his place in love or empire, 
At. How, lady ! wnither points her meaning now ? 
[Alde. 
Queen. Say too, I've held his merit in the balance, 
Bot find the price of honour ſo much greater, | 
That *twere an ideot's bargain to exchange em: 
Yet tell him too, I have my ſex's weakneſs, 
have a mother's fondneſs in my eyes, 
And all her tender paſſions in my heart. 
Lt. Ay there! Tis there ſhe's loſt! [Ades 
Queen, Nor can I bear | | 
To ſee what more, far more than life J joy in, 
My only pledge of love, my Lord's dear image, 
My fon by bloody hands mangled and murder d; * 
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(Oh terrible to nature !) therefore one, 
One remedy alone is left to fave me, 
To ſhield me from a fight of ſo much horror, 
And tell Eurymachus, I find it—here. 
She offers to flab herſelf; Æthon catches hold 
of her arm, and prevents her. 
At. Forbid it, Gods! periſh the tyrant rater, 
Let Samos be no more. 
Queen. Off! off, thou traitor ! oe. 
Give way tomy juſt rage !—oh tardy hand! 
To what haſt thou betray'd me! Let me go, 
Oh let me, let me die, or ] will curſe thee, 
Till hell ſhall tremble at my imprecations, 
Till heaven ſhall blaſt thee—loſt ! undone for ever! 
t. O trifler that I am! Mentor] Exmmns ! 
GS [They ceme forward, 
Come to my aid !—Be calm but for a moment, 
And wait to fee what wonders it will ſhow thee. 
Guard her upon your lives, remember that, 
Guard her from ev'ry inſtrument of death; 
Sooth and aſſuage her grief, till my return 
Unfold the mighty ſecret of her fate, ; 
And once more reconcile her ſoul to peace. 
| [Exit Ation, 
Queen. And are you too my foes ? have you conſpir'd 
And join'd with that falſe Zrhor to betray me? 
Here fit thee down then, humbly in the duſt, 
Here ſit, a poor forlorn, abandon'd woman; 
Caſt not thy eyes up to yon azure firmament, 
Nor hope relief from thence, the Gods are pitileſs, 
Or buſy in their heav'n, and thou not worth their care; 
And oh ! oh! caſt 'em not on earth, to ſeek 
For ſuccour from the faithleſs race of man; 
But as thou art forſaken and alone, f 
Hope not for help, where there is none to help thee, 
But think tis deſolation all about thee. 5 
Men. Far be that thought, to think you are forſaken g 
Gods and good men ſhall make you ſtill their care. 
And oh! far be it from your faithful ſervants, 
For all thofe honours mad ambition toils for, 
For all the wealth that bribes the world to wickedneſs, 
For hopes or fears, for pleaſures or for pains, 
To leave our royal miſtreſs in diſtreſs, 
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Eum. At length time's fulneſs comes, and that great 
For which ſo many tedious years roll'd round, | period, 
At length the white, the ſmiling minute comes, 

To wipe the tears from thoſe fair eyes for ever; 


_ That good we daily pray'd for, but pray'd hopeleſs, 


That good, which e'en the preſcience of the Gods 
(So doubtfully was it ſet down in fate) 
Uncertainly tor:ſaw, and darkly promis'd, 
That good, one day, the happieit of our lives, 
Freely and fortunately brings to paſs. 
Men. And hark! vindiftiveFove prepares his thunder, 
[ T hunders, 
Let the wrong-doer and the tyrant tremble ! 
The Gods are preſent with us—And behold ! 
The ſolid glooin of night is reut aſunder, 
While floods of daz'ling, pure ætherial light, 
Break in upon the ſhades She comes, ſhe comes ! 
Pallas, the fautreſs of my maſter's arms. 
And ſee where terrible in arms, majeſtic, 
Celeſtial, and ineffably effulgent, 
She ſhakes her dreadful Agis from the clouds ! 
Bend, bend to earth, and own the preſent Deity. 
| [It thunders again. 
[The ſcene opens above, and diſcovers Pe'las in the 
clouds. | [Hey Enkel. 
Eum. Daughter of mighty Jove, Tritonian Pallas, 
Be favourable ! oh oh ! be propitious, | 
And fave the finking houſe of thy Uly/ſes. 
Men. Goddeſs of arts and arms, thou blue-ey'd maid, 


Be favourable ! oh! oh !—be propitious, 


And glad thy ſuppliants with ſome chearful omen. 
Queen. Virgin, begot and born of Fowe alone, 
Chaſte, wiſe, victorious, if by thy aſſiſtance 
The Greets were well aveng'd on perjur'd Troy, 
If by thy aid, my Lord from T hracian Rheſus 
Obtain'd his ſnowy ſteeds, and brought ſucceſsful 
Thy fatal image to the tents of Greece; | 
Once more be fayourable—be propitious, 
Reſtore my Lord—Or if that be denied, 
Grant me to ſhare his fate, and die with honor. 
[7 hunder. 2 =T he ſcene cloſes about. 
7 | hey riſe. 
Men. The Goddeſs imiles—moſt happy be the omen! 
And to the left auſpicious rolls the — 
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Enter Æthon or Ulyſſes, without his diſguiſe, magniſi- 
dent ſy armed and habited. 

Qucen. What other God art thou ?—Oh ſacred form! 
I dream ! I rave! Why put'ſt tliou on this ſemblance ? 
What ſhall I call thee ?—Say, ſpeak, anſwer me. | 

She" advances two or three ſteps, Jooking 
VJ 
Son of Laertes King! my Lord !—U!l;/es ! 

Uly. Why doſt thou gaze? —am I fo dreadful fill? 
Is there ſo much of #thon fill about me? 

Or haſt thou- is it poſiible forgot me? 
Do's not thy heart acknowledge ſomething here ? 
Queen. Nay *tis, *tis moſt impoſſible to reaſon, 
But what have I to do with thought or reaſon ? 
Thus mad, diſtracted, raging with my joy, 
I'll ruſh upou thee, claſp thee to my boſom, 
And if it be deluſion, let me die, 
Here let me ſink to everlaſting reſt, 
Juſt here, and never, never think again. 
Uly. No, live thou great example of thy ſex, 
Live for the world, for me, and for thyſelf. 
Unnumber'd bleflings, honors, years of happineſs, 
Crowns from the Gods, enrich'd with brighteſt ſtars, 
All heav'n and earth united in applauſe, ' 
Wait, with officious duty, to reward thee. 
Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haſt deſerv'd, 
That fulnefs of delight, of which theſe arms 

And this tranſporting moment gives thee earneſt. 
Qucen. I gaze upon thy face, und ſee thee here. 
The ſullen pow'rs below, who rule the dead, 
Have liſten'd to my weeping, and relented, 
Have ſent thee from Ely/um back to me; 
Or from the deep, from ſea-green Neptune's ſeats 
T hou'rt riſen like the day-ſtar, or from heav'n 
Some God has brought thee on the wings of winds; 
Oh extaſy . But all that I can know, . 
Is that J wake and live, and thou art here. 

Uly. Troy, 1 forgive thee now; ye toils and perils 
Of my paſt life, well are you paid at once, _ 
For this the faithleſs Sirens ſung in vain; 

For this I *ſcap'd the den of monſtrous Polypheme, 

. Fled from Calyp/o's bonds, and'Circe's charms ; 

For this ſeven days, and ſeven long winter nights, 
6 TOP: MLS Nee Ship- 
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Shipwreck'd I floated on a driving mal 
Toſt by the ſerge, pierc'd by the bitter Blaſts 
Of bleak North-winds, and drench'd in the chill wave, 
I ſtrove with all the terrors of the deep. 
_ Deen, Ves thou haft borne it all, I know thou haſt, 
Thee wars, wands, magic, monſters, all for me. 
HBleſt be the gracious Gods that gave thee to me! 
Say then! oh how ſhall I reward thy labors! 
But J will fit and liſten to thy ſtory, 
While thou recount'ſt it o'er; and when thou ſpeak'ſt 
Of diffcuitics hard ard near to death, | 
I'll pity thee, and anſwer with my tears; ; 
But when thou com'ſt to ſay how the Gods ſav'd thee, 
And how thy virtue ſtruggl'd through the danger, 
For joy, I' feld thee thus with ſoft endearments, 
And crown thy conqueſt with ten thouſand kiſſes. 
Ch. It is a heavy and a rueful tale, 
But thou wilt kindly ſhare with me in all things; 
It ſhall be told thee, then, whate'er I ſuffer d. 
Since in a luckleſs hour, I firſt ſet out, 
Ev'n to that time, when ſcarce twice ten days 5" Hh 
As from Pheacia homeward bound to Ithaca, 
A ſtorm o'ertook and wreck'd me on the coaſt; 
Alone and naked was I caſt aſhore, 
And only to theſe faithful two made known, 
Till Jove ſhould point me out ſome opportunity, 
Once more to ſeize my right in thee and empire. 
Men. Tis hard, injurious, an offence to virtue, 
To interrupt your joys, ye royal pair ; 
But oh forgive your faithful ſervant's caution, 
Think where you are, what eyes malicious change 
May bring to pry into the happy ſecret, 
Untimely to diſcloſe the fatal birth, 
And raſhly bring it immature to light. 
U. Mentor, thou warn'ſt us well retire, my loye. 
Queen. What, mult we part Already ? H Find 
Uly. For a moment, 7 
Like waves divided by the glidin bark, ; DIE) 
That meet again, and mingle as before. 10 
Queen. Be ſure it be not longer. 
Ch. Sweet, it ſha? not, 
I'll meet thee ſoon, and bring our mutual bleſſing, 
Our ſon Vincreaſe the WW; 
Auer. 
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Queen. I muſt obey you, | 
Remember well how long thou haſt been abſent, 
And what a poor amendsthis ſhort enjoyment makes me. 
Oh I ſhail die with ſtrong defire to ſee thee, 
Shall think this one impatient minute more, 
Than all thy long, long twenty years before, 
; [Exit Queen. 
Enter at the other door Telemachus. 
Tel. The Queen my mother, paſt ſhe not this way ? 
Mex. She did, my Lord, ev'n now. 
Tel. Saw you not too _ 
The Samian princeſs, fair Semantbe, with her? 
Say, went they not together ? 
CY. Might I ſpeak,” | 
T think, it is not fit they were together 
For wherefore ſhould the Queen of Ithaca 


Hold commerce with the daughter of Eurymachus ? 


Pardon me, Sir, I fear you are offended, 


-And think this boldneſs does not fit a ſtranger. 
Tel. Tis true thou art a ſtranger to my eyes, 
And yet, methought, thou ſpok'ſt with Athon's voice, 
Save, that th' untoward purpoſe of thy words 
Seem'd harfh, ungenue, and not like my friend. 
Uly. Whate'er I ſeem, believe me, princely youth, 
Thou halt not one, one dear ſelected mate, 
That ought to ſtand before me in thy heart; 
'Tho* from your tender infancy *till now, 
He dwelt within thy boſom, thou in his, 
Tho? every year has knit the band more cloſe, 
'Tho” variance never knew you, but complying 
Each ever yielded to the other's wiſhes, he 
ho' you have toil'd and reſted, laug!''d and mourn'd, 
And ran thro? every part of life together. 
Tho' he was all thy joy, and thou all his, 
Yet ſure he never lov'd thee more than I do.  _. 
Tel. Whoe'er thou art, (for tho? thou ſtill art /Z:hon, 
Thou art not he, but ſomething more and greater,) 
feel the force of every word thou ſpeak'ſt, 
My foul is aw'd with reverential fear, 
A fear not irkſom, for 'tis mix'd with love, 
Ev'n ſuch a fear as that we worſhip heav'n with; 
Oh pardon if J err, for if thou art not 
Aibon, my father's friend, thou art ſome God. 
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I. If barely to havs been thy father's friend 
Could move thee to ſuch tender, juſt regards, 
Thus, let me thus indulge thy filial virtue, 
| GE. [ Embracing him. 


Thus preſs thee in my arms, my pious ſon, 


And while my ſwelling heart runs o'er with joy, 
Thus tell thee, that I am, I am thy father. 
Tel. Oh moſt amazing ! 
Men. Yes, my royal charge, | 
At length behold thy God-like fire, Ulyges, 
Bleſt be my age, with all its cares and ſorrows, 
Since it is lengthen'd out to fee this day, 
To give thes i” thou dear intruſted pledge, 
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great father's arms. 
Tel. Oh *tis moſt certain ſo, my heart confeſſes him, 
My blood and ſpirits, all the pow'rs of life, | 
Acknowledge here the ſpring from whence they came, 
Then let me bow me, caſt me at his feet, 
There pay the humble homage of my duty, 
There wet the earth before him. with my tears, 
The faithful witnefies of love and joy ; 
And when my tongue for rapture can no more, 
Silent, with lifted eyes, 1'll praiſe the Gods, 
Who gave me back my king, my lord, my father, 
Uly. Oh rife, thou offspring of my nuptial joys, 
Son of my youth, and glory of my ſtrength, 
Rob not thy father's arms of ſo much treaſure, 
But let us meet, as Fowve and nature meant us, 
Thus, like a pair of very faithful friends : 
And tho' I made harſh mention of thy love, 
(Oh droop not at the name) by blue-ey'd Pallas 
I meant it not in angry, chiding mood; | 
But with a tender and a fond concern 
Reminded thee of what thou ow'it to honour. 
Tel. When I forget it, may the worſt afflictions, 
Your ſcorn, your hate, and infamy o'ertake me; 
Be that th' important bus'neſs of my life, | 
Let me be taſæ'd to hunt for it thro* danger, 
Thro' all the roar of the tumultuous battle, 
And dreadful din of arms; there, if I fail, 
May cowards ſay I'm not Les“ ſon, 
And the great author of our race diſclaim me. 
Uly. Oh nobleneſs innate! oh worth divine! 
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Acherial ſparks ! that ſpeak the hero's lineage, 
How are you Neuf to me! So the Eagle, 
That bears the thunder of our grandſtfe Fows, 
With joy beholds his hardy youthful offspring 
Forſake the neſt, to try his tender pinions, 
In the wide untract air; till bolder grown 
Now, like a whirlwind, on the ſhepherd's fold 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the prey; 
Or fixing on ſome dragon's ſcaly hide, 
Eager of combat, and his future feaſt, 
Bears him aloft, reluctant, and in vain 
Writhing his ſpiry tail. 
Tel. I would be active, 
Get me a name diſtinguiſh'd from the herd 
Of common men, a name worthy ry birth, 
Uly. Nor ſhalt thou want th' occaſion, now it courts thee, 
Stands ready, and demands thy courage now, 
Were J indeed as other fathers are, 7 
Did I but liſten to ſoft nature's voice, » 
I ſhould not urge thee to this high exploit, 
For tho? it brings thee fame, it brings thee danger. 
Tel. Now by the God of war fo much the better, 
Let there be honour for your ſon to win, 
And be the danger ne'er fo rude and deadly, 
No matter 'twill enhance the prize the more, 
And make it lovely in a brave man's eye ! 
So Hydra's and Chimera's form'd in gold, 
Sit graceful underneath the nodding plume, 
And terribly adorn the ſoldier's helm. . 
Uly. Know then, on this important night depends 
The very criſis of our fate; to night, By 
The ſleeping vengeance of the Gods ſhall wake, 
And ſpeak INS en to our foes in thunder, 
Juſhce intruſts her ſword to this right hand, 
And I will fee it faithfully employ'd, 
Tel. By virtue and by arms *tis noble work, 
I burn impatient for it————Oh my father, 
Give me my portion of thy glorious labour. 
CH. One more immediate danger threats thy mother, 
That to avert muſt be thy pious care; 
While Menor, with Eumæus and our ſelf, 
Back'd by a choſen band, (whom how prepar'd, 
How gather'd to our aid, the preſſing hour 


Allows 
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Allows not now to tell,) invade yon? drunkards, 
Immerſt in riot, careleſs, and 1 
The Gods as fables, ſtart upon 'em ſudden, 
And ſend their guilty fouls to howl below, 

Upon the banks of Styx; while this is doing, 
-Dar'ſt thou defend thy mother? _ 

Tel. Oh! to death, 

Againſt united nations would I ftand 

Her ſoldier, her defence, my ſingle breaſt 
Oppos'd againſt the rage of their whole war; 
She is ſo good, fo worthy to be fought for, 

The facred cauſe would make my ſword ſucceſsful, 
And gain my youth a mighty name in arms. 

CH. Then prove the peril, and enjoy the fams. 
Ere the mid-hour C. rolling night approach, 
Remember well to plant thee at that door, 

Thou know'ſt it opens to the Queen's apartment. 
To bind thee yet more firm; for oh my ſon, | 
N ; | | [Drawiug his fw0?e. 
With powerful oppoſition ſhalt thou ſtrive, 
Swear on my ſword, by thy own filial piety, 
By all our race, by Pallas and by Zeve, 
IF any of theſe curſed foreign tyrants, 
Thoſe rivals of thy father's love and honour, 
Shall dare to paſs thro? that forbidden entrance, 
To take his forfeit life for the intrufion, _, 
Tel. I ſwear And may my lot in future fame 
[I Telemachus 4neels and hifjes the ford. 
Be good or evil but as J perform it. 1 
_ Ulzy. Enough do believe thee. 
Men. Hark! my Lord! | | 
| | [ 4 confuſed noiſe is heard within, 
How loud the tempeſt roars! The bellowing voice 
Of wild, enthuſiaſtic, raging mirth, 
With peals of clamor ſhakes the vaulted roof. 

Tel. Such ſurely is the ſound of mighty armies 

In battle join'd, of cies fack'd at midnight, 

Of many waters, and united thunders ; 

My gen'rous ſoul takes fire, and half repines, 

To think ſhe muſt not ſhare the glorious danger, 
Where numbers wait you, worthy of your ſwords. 

Uly. No more, thou haſt thy charge, look well tp 
For theſe, theſe riotous ſons of noiſe and — 3 
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J know their force, and know I am Les. 

So Jove look'd down upon the war of Atome, 

And rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet 

Pair nature, form, and order had not being, 

But diſcord and coufufion troubled all; 

Calm and ſerene upon his throne he fate, 

Fix'd there by the eternal law of fate, 

Safe in himſelf, becauſe he knew his pow'r; 

And knowing what he was, he knew he was ſecure. 


[ Exeunte 
Ak +; 
Enter Telemachus and Antinous. 
| [ [thaca ? 
Ant. HE King return'd? fo long conceal'd in 


Athon the King? What words can ſpeak 
my wonder ? | 

Tel. Yes, my Antinous, tis moſt amazing, 

Tis all the mighty working of the Gods, 
Unſearchable and dark to human eyes: 

But oh, let me conjure thee by our friendihip, 
Since to thy faithful breaſt alone I've truſted 
The fatal ſecret, to preſerve it ſafe, 

As thou would do the life of thy Telemachus. 

Ant. Wrong not the truth of your devoted ſlave, 
To think he would betray you for whole worlds. 

Have you not ſaid it, that your own dear life, 

And all your royal race, depends upon it? 

Far from my lips, within my breaſt I'll keep it; 
Nor breathe it ſoftly to myſelf alone, 6 
Leſt ſome officious murmuring winds ſhould tell it, 
And babbling echos catch the feeble ſound. 

Tel. No, thou art true, ſuch have I ever found thee 
But haſte, my friend, and ſummon to thy aid 
What force the ſhortneſs of the time allows thee ; 
Then with thy ſwifteſt diligence return, 

Since, as I urg'd to thee before, it may 

Import the ſafety of my royal parents. 

Sue black deſign is by theſe ſtranger- Princes 

Contriv'd againſt the honour of the Queen. 
Ant, Ere right a buſy ramor ran around 


— 
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Of armed parties ſecretly diſpos'd 

Between the palace-gardens and the ſea; 

Bold Cleon ſtrait and Arcas I diſpatch'd 

To ſearch the truth; that known, with haſte to riſe 

And arm our citizens for your defence : 

Ere this they have obey'd me; when I've join'd 

The pow'r their diligence has drawn together, 

I'll wait you here again upon the inſtant. [ Exit. 
Tel. Oh love, how are thy precious, ſweeteſt minutes 

Thus ever croft, thus vex'd with diſappointments ! 


Now pride, now fickleneſs, fantaitic quarrels 


And ſullen coldneſs give us pain by turns; 

Malicious medling chance is ever buſy 

To bring us fears, diſquiet, and delays; 

And ev'n at laſt, when after all our waiting, 

Eager, we think to ſnatch the dear-bought bliſs, 

Ambition calls us to its ſullen cares, 

Hnd honour ftern, impatient of neglect, 

Commands us to forget our eaſe and pleaſures; 

As if we had been made for nought but toil, 

And love were not the bus'neſs of our lives. 
Enter Eurymachus. [ ſince night, 

Eur. The Prince yet here! twice have I fought, 
To pals in private to the Queen's apartment, 

But found him ſtill attending at the door; 
What can it mean ? 

Tel. It is Semanthe's father! 

Ha? ſure the Gods, in pity of our loves, 
Have deſtin'd him to *ſcape CHs vengeance. 

Eur. How comes it, gentle youth, when wine and 

Chear ev*ry heart to night, and baniſh care, [mirth 
I find thee penſively alone, avoiding _ 
The pleaſures and companions of thy youth, 
And like the ſighing ſlave of ſorrow, waſting 
The tedious time in melancholy thought? 

Tel. Behold the ruins of my royal houſe, 
My father's abſence, and my mother's grief; 
Then tell me if I have not cauſe too great 
To mourn, to pine away my youth in ſadncfs. 

Eur. Our daughter once was wont to ſhare your 
Believe me, ſhe has reaſon to complain, [ thoug]:ts; 
If you prefer your ſolitude to her; 
While here you ſtay, diſconſolate and muſing. 
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Lonely ſhe ſits, the tender-hearted maid, 

And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your abſence. 
Tel. The conſtant, faithful ſervice of my life, 

My days and nights devoted all to her, 

Poorly repay the fair Semanthe's goodneſs ; 

Yet they are hers, ev'n all my years are hers, 

My preſent youth, my future age is hers, 

All but this night, which here I've ſworn to paſs, 

Revolving many a fad and heavy thought, 

And ruminating on my wretched fortunes. 

Eur. How! here !—to pals it here 

Tel. Ev'n here, my Lord. | 

Eur Fantaſtic accident !—Whence could this come: 

| 5 [ 4/ide. 
Well, Sir, purſue your thoughts; J have ſome matters 
Of great and high import, which on the inſtant 
I muſt deliver to tie Queen, your mother. : 

Tel. Whate'er it be, you mutt of force delay it 
Till morning. | 

Eur. How, delay it. tis impoſſible. 

But wherefore ? Say. 

Tel. The Queen is gone to reſt. 

Oppreſt and waſted with the toil of ſorrows, 
Weary as miſerable painful hinds, 

That labour all the day to get 'em food, 

She ſeeks ſome eaſe, ſome interval of cares, 

From the kind God of ſleep, and ſweet repoſe. 
Ere ſhe retir'd ſhe left moſt ſtrict command, 

None ſhould approach her *till the morning's dawn. 

Eur. Whate'er thoſe orders were, I have my reaſons 
To think mylelf excepted: And whoe'er 
Brought you the meſſage, through officious haſte 
Miſtook the Queen, and has inform'd you wrong. 

Tel. Not ſo, my Lord; for, as I honour truth, 

Ev'n from herſelf did I receive the charge. 

Eur. Vexation and delay !——Then tis thy own, 
Thy error, and thou heard'ſt not what ſhe ſaid. 
I tell thee, Prince, *tis at her own requeſt, 
Her bidding, that at this appointed hour 
T wait her here; detain me then no more 
With-tedious vain replies, for I muſt paſs. 

| Tel. Were it to any but Semanthe's father, 
That miſtreſs of my reaſon and my paſlions, 
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Who charming both makes both ſubmit alike, 
Perhaps I ſhould in rougher terms have anſwer'd; 
But her imperious love demands reſpect, | 
Conſtrains my temper, to my ſpeech gives law, 
And I muſt only ſay you cannot paſs. 
Eur. Ha! Who ſhall bar me ? 
Tel. With the gentleſt words, 
Which reverence and duty can invent, 
I will intreat you not to do a violence, Ne 2 
Where nought is meant to you but worthieft honour. 
Eur. Oh trifling, idle talker !—know, my purpoſe 
Is not of ſuch a light, fantaſtic nature, 
That I ſhould quit it for a boy's intreaty. 
More than my life or empire it imports, 
All that good fortune or the Gods can do for me 
Depends upon it, and IL will have entrance. 
Tel. Nay then 'tis time to ſpeak like what I am, 
And tell you, Sir, you muſt not, nor you ſhall not. 
Eur. Twer ſafer for thy raſh, unthinking youth 
To ſtand the mark of thunder, than to thwart me; 
Beware leſt I forget thy mother's tears, 


The merit of her ſoft complying ſorrows, 
Dreadful in fury leſt I ruſh upon thee, 


Graſp thy frail life, and break it like a bubble, 


Jo be diſſolv'd, and mix'd with common air. | 


Tel. Oh 'tis long ſince that I have learnt to hold 
My life from none, but from the Gods who gave it, 
Nor mean to render it on any terms, 

Unleſs thoſe heav'nly donors aſk it back. | 

Eur. Know'ſt thou what 'tis to tempt a rage like mine 
But liſten to me, and repent thy folly. 

This night, this night ordain'd of old for bliſs, 
Mark'd from the reſt of the revolving year, 
And ſet apart for happineſs by fate, 
The charming Queen, thy moiher, is my bride. 
Tel. Confnſion! Curſes on the tongue that ſpoke it! 
Eur, To- night the yields, ev'n for thy fake ſhe yields: 


To- night the lovely miſer grown indulgent 
Reveals her ſtores of beauty long reſerv'd, 


She bids me revel with the hidden treaſure, 


And pay myſelf for all her years of coldneſs. 


Tel. Perdition on the falſhood! 


Eur. Dare not then 
To 
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To ctoſs my tranſports longer; if thou dot, 
By all the pangs of diſappointed love. [ Drawing. - 
Pl! force my way, thus, through thy heart's beſt blood, 

Tel. How is my piety and virtue loſt, 

And all the heav'nly fire extin& within me? 

I hear the facred name of her that bore me 

Traduc'd, diſhonor'd by a ruffian's tongue, 

And am I tame ! Love and ye ſofter thoughts,- 

I give you to the winds.— Know, King of Samos, 

Thy breath, like peſtilential blaſts, infects 

The air, and grows offenſive to the Gods: 

If thou but whiſper one word more, one accent 

Againſt my mother's fame, it is thy laſt. 

Zur. Brav'd by a boy !—a boy !—the nurſe's milk 
Yet moiſt upon his lip, feeble in infancy, 
Eſſaying the firſt rudiments of manhood, 

With ſtrength unpractis'd yet, and unconfirm'd, 

Oh ſhame to arms! —But I have borne too long. 

Fly ſwift, avoid the tempeſt of my fury, 

Or taus III pour it in a whirlwind on thee, 

Daſk thee to atoms thus, and toſs thee round the world. 
Tel. 1 laugh at all that rage, and thus I meet it. 
Eur. Hell and confuſion !—to thy heart, —— 
Tel. To thine 

This greeting I return. 
Eur. The furies ſeize thee, - 


| . Eurymachus Valle. 
Thou'aſt ſtruck me to the earth, blaſted my hopes, 
The partial Gods are leagu'd with thee againſt me, 
To load me with diſhonour—oh my fortune! 
Where is my name in arms, the boaſted trophics 
Of my paſt life for ever loſt, defac'd, 
And raviil'd from me by a beardleſs ſtripling. 
Tel. What means this ſoft felenting in my ſoul? 
What voice is this that ſadly whiſpers to me, 
Behold Semanthe's father bleeds to death? | 
Why would you urge me | [Zo Eurymachus. 
Eur. Off; and come not near me, | 
But let me curſe my fate, an? die contented. 
Tel. And fee he ſinks yet paler to the earth, 
The purple torrent guſhes out impetuous, 
And with a guilty deluge fains the ground: 
Vou, II | D DI 
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Then doubt no more, nor aſk whom thou ſhouldſt curſe; 


50 ULYSSES. 
No help at hand ! what hoa —.Tutinous. Exit. 


ur. Let there be none, no witneſs of my ſhame, 
Nor let officious art preſume to offer 
Its aid, for I have liv'd too long already. 
. Enter Semanthe. . 
Sem. Sure J have ſtaid too long, and while I ſata 
Sadly attentive to the weeping Queen, : 
Hearing her tell of ſorrows upon ſorrows, 


 .Ev'n to a lamentable length of woe, 


Th” appointed hour of love paſs'd by unheeded ; 

My lord perhaps will chide; oh no !—He's gentle, 
And will not urge me with my firſt offence. F 
Juſt as I enter'd here the bird of night | 

Ill boading ſhriek'd, and ftrait, methought, I heard 
A low complaining voice that ſeem'd to murmur 

At ſome hard fate, and groan to be reliev'd. 

Ye gracious Gods be good to my Telemachus l 
Eur. Ha! what art thou that doſt thy hoſtile oriſoks 


Offer to Heaven for my mortal foe ? 


Sem. Guardians of innocence, ye holy pow'rs, 
Defend me, ſave me. 8 

Eur. Art thou not Semanthe ? | 
| Sem, My father on the ground! - bloody and pale 

| [ Running to him, and "47 Fon by Hint. 

Oh horror! horror !—ſpeak to me—ſay who—— 
What curſed hand has done this dreadful deed? 
That with my cries I may call out for juſtice, 
Call to the Gods, and to my dear Telemachus, 
For juſtice on my royal father's murderer. 

Eur. If there be yet one God will liſten to thee, 
Solicit him, that only equal power, - - | 
To rain down plagues, and fire, and {ſwift deſtruction, 
Ev'n all his whole artillery of vengeance, ; 
On him, who, aided by my adveric itars, 

Robb'd me of glory, love, and life—T elemachus, 

Sem. What ſays my father !—no !—it is impoſſible ! 
He could not—would not—for Semanthe's ſake 

Enter Telemachus. 
Tel. Alas !—there is none near no help—Semanthe ! 
| | | [Crying out. 
Eur. And ſee he bears the trophy of his conquelt ? 
Behold his ſword yet reeking with my blood! 


It 
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It is Telmachus on whom revenge ma, 
But on Telemachus Why do I leave thee 
A helpleſs orphan in a foreign land, 5 
Nut for Telemachus? Who tears me from thee ? 
Telemachus Why is thy hang and father 
$tretch'd on the earth a cold and lifeleſs coarſe, 
foglorious and forgotten—Oh! T elemachus! [ Dies. 
Sem. Cruel !—unkind and cruel ! | 
[ She faints and falls upon the body of Eury machus- 
Tel. She faints, | 
Her cheeks are cold, and the laſt leaden ſleep 
Hangs heavy, on her lids Wake, wake, Semanthe, 
Oh Jet me raiſe thee from this ſeat of death; 
[ Raifing her up, and ſupporting her in his arms. 
Lift up thy eyes—wilt thou not ſpeak to me ? 
Sem. Let me forget the uſe of ev'ry ſenſe, - 
Let me not ſee, nor hear, nor ſpeak-again 
After that fight, and thoſe moſt dreadful ſounds. | 
Where am I now *— What !—lodg'd within thy arms! 
Stand off, and let me fly from thee for ever, 
Swifter than light'ning, winds or winged time; 
Fly from thee till there be whole worlds to part us, 
Till nature fix her barriers to divide us, | 
Her frozen regions, and her burning zones, 
Till danger, death and hell do ſtand betwixt us, 
And make it fate. that we ſhall never meet. | 
Tel. *Tis juſt; I own thy rage is Juſt, Semarthe 5 
Each fatal circumſtance is ſtrong againſt me: 
Then if thy heart ſeverely is reſolv'd 
Never to liſten when I plead for mercy, 
Tho” piety and honour join with love, 
And humbly at thy feet make interceſſion; 
If thou art deaf to all, then this alone 
Is left me, to receive my doom, and die. 
Sem. Are love, are piety and honour parricides ? 
Are they like thee ? do they delight in blood! 
Oh no! celeſtial fivectneſs dwells with them, 
Friendly ſorgiveneſs, gentleneſs and peace, 
Mercy and joy; but thou bas violated 
The ſacred train, brought murder in among 'em : 
And fee, diſpleas'd, to Heav'n they take their Right," 
And have abandon'd thee and me for ever. 


Tel. If ſudden fury have not chang'd thee.quite, 
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If there be any of Semantbe left, | 
One tender thought of that dear maid remaining, 
Yet, I conjure thee, hear me. | 

Sem. Tis in vain, . 
And that known voice can never charm me more. 

Tel. Be witneſs for me, Heav'n, with what reluctance, 
My hand was lifted for this fatal ſtroke, 

With injuries which manhood could not brook, 
With violence, with proud inſulting ſcorn, 
And ignominious threat'nings was I urg'd; 
Long, long, I ftrove with rifing indignation, 
And long repreſs'd my ſwelling, youthful rage; 
I groan'd, and felt an agony within: | 
*I'was hard indeed but to myſelf I ſaid, 
It is Semanthe's father, and I'll bear it. 

Sem. And couldſt thou not do more? callft thou theſe 
Theſe ſhort tumultuvus, momentary paſſions ? ¶ ſuf rings? 
What would not I have borne for thee, thou cruel one? 
For thee, ſo fondly was my heart ſet on thee, 
Forgetful of my tender, helpleſs ſex, 

I would have wander'd over the wide world, 
Known all calamities and all diſtreſſes, 

Sickneſs and hunger, cold and bitter want; 

For thee, retir'd within ſome gloomy cave, 

I would have waſted all my days in weeping, 
And liv'd and died a wretch to make thee happy; 
Till J had been a ſtory to poſterity ; 

Till maids, in after-times, had ſaid, behold 
How much the ſuffer'd for the man ſhe lov'd. 

Tel. And is there any one, the moſt afflicting 

Of all thoſe miſeries mankind is born to, 
Which tor thy jake I would re fuſe ?—But oh! 
Mine was a harder, a ſeverer taſk; _ 

The Queen, my mother, truſted to my charge, 
My royal tather's honour, and my own, 

The pledges of eternal fame or infamy, 

United urg'd, and call'd upon my ſword. 

Sen:. What is this vain, fantaſtic pageant, honour, 
This buiy, angry thing, that ſcatters diſcord 
Amongit the mighty Princes of the earth, 

And iets the maddi g nations in an uproar ? 

Bui let it be the worthip of the great, 

Well halt thou warn'd me, and 1'll make it mine; 1 
| . CS, 
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Ves, Prince, its dread command ſhall be obey'd, 
Our Samian arms ſhall pour de ſtruction on you, 
Your yellow harveſts and your towns ſhall blaze, 
The ſword ſhall rage, and univerſal wailings 
Be heard amongſt the mothers of your Ithaca, 
Till war itſelf grow weary and relent, 
And that poor bleeding King be well reveng'd. 
Tel. Haſte then, and let the trumpet ſound to arms, 
Semanthe's vengeance ſhall not be delay'd ; 
Prepare tor ſlaughter and wide-waſting ruin, 
Prepare to feel her wrath, ye wretched [thacans : 
Lift not a ſword, nor bend a bow againſt her, 
But all, like me, with low ſubmiſſion meet her, 
And let us yield up our devoted lives, 
Nor once implore her mercy — for alas! 
Cruei Semanihe has forgot to pardon : 
For blood, deftruction and revenge he calls, 
And gentleneſs and love are ſtrangers to her. | 
Sen. Love l -Didit thou ſpeak of love Oh ill-· tim'd 
Beliold it there! behold the love thou bear'ſt me! [ thought! 
| Pointing to the bedy of Eurymachus. 
| Behold that! that — more dreadful than Medu/a, 
It drives my ſoul back to her inmoſt ſeats, 
And tre-zes ev'ry ſtiff'ning limb to marble. 
Sceſt thou that gaping wound, and that black blood 
Congealing on that pale that aiky breait ? 
Ihen mark the face—how pain and rage, with all 
The agonies of death ſit freſh upon it: | 
_ This was my father—Was there none on earth, 
No hand but tline—— 
Tel. Within my own ſad heart 
J felt the ſtcel before it reach'd to his. 
How much more happy in his lot The ſleep 
Ot death is on him, and he is in peace; 
While 1, condemn'd to live, muſt mourn for him, 
Mourn for myſelf, and, to complete my woes, 
Feel all thy pains redoubled on Telemachas. © - 
Sem. I know thou hat'ft me, and that deadly bloiv 
Was meant to do a murder on Semanthe. 
But oh ! it needed not, for thy unkindneſs 
Had been as fatal to me as thy tword, 
It one cold look, one angry word had told me, 
That thou wert chang'd, and I was grown a bir len to 
I thould have underſtood thy cruel purpoſe, [ thee, 
3 Sate 
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Sate down to weep, and broke my heart and died, 
Tel. It is too much, and I will bear no more; 
Oh thou unjuſt, thou lovely falſe accuſer, | 
How haſt thou wrong'd my tender, faithful love? 
In ſpite of all theſe horrors of my guilt, 
dad that malignant fate that doom'd me to it 
In ſpite of all, I will appeal to thee, 
Ev'n to thyſelf, inhuman as thou art? 
If ever maid was yet belov'd before thee 
With ſuch heart-aking, eager, anxious fondneſs, 
As that with which my ſoul defires my dear Semanthæ. 
Sem. Deteſted be the name of love for ever | 
Henceforth let eafy maids be warn'd by me, | 
No more to truſt your breaſts that heave with ſighing, 
Your moving accents, and your melting eyes; 
Whene'er you boaſt your truth then let *em fly you, 
Then ſcorn you, for *tis then you mean deceiving 5 
If yet there ſhould ſome fond behever be, 
Let the falſe man betray the wretch like thee, 

Like thee, the loſt, repenting fool diſclaim, 
For crowns, ambition, and your idol, fame; : 
When warm; when languiſhing with ſweet delight, 

Wiſhing ſhe meets him, may he blaſt her fight, | 
With ſuch a murder on her bridal night ! Exit. 
Tel. Now arm thee for the conflict, oh my ſoul, - 
And ſee how thou canſt bear Semanthe's los ; 
For ſhe is loſt—moſt certain—gone irrevocable. 
Mentor, nor Atbon now, my King, my father 
Shall need t'upbraid me with th*unhappy paſſion ; 
Ha! that has wak'd a thought—Tis certain fo, 
And this is all the work of cruel policy : 
The danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus, 
Therefore my {word was choſen to oppoſe it, 
That it might cut the bands of love aſunder; 
Oh dreamer that I was !l—— © 
Enter Antinous, Cleon and Arcas, with Soldiers, 
Ant. My Lord, where are you? 
Thus to his ſon, our King, the great Cee 
By me commands, your royal mother's danger 
Is now no more, ſince all the rival Princes 
Are in the hall beſet, and ev'n this moment 
Revenge and ſlaughter are let loſe among em; 
Haſte then to join your god-hke father's arms, 
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To bring your pious valour to his aid, . 

And ſhare the conqueſt and the glory with him. 
Tel. Ha! com'ſt thou fom the hall, An inous? 
Ant. Ev'n now, my Lord, as I was hailing hither, 

It was my chance to meet my royal maſter; * 

Eager with joy I'threw me at his feet, 

With wondrous gras he rais'd me and embrac'd me, 

Then bid me fly.to bear Eis orders to you. 

By the loud cijes, the ſhouts, and claſh of arms, 

Which, juſt as L had left him, ſtruck my ear, 

J gueſs ere this the combat is begun. 

Tel. Yes, yes, my friend, that danger of the Queen 

Is now no more however, be tliou near * 

Jo guard, her, to ſupport her, left the terrors 

Of tnis tumultuous, this moſt dreadful night, 

May ſhake her ſcul:— I will obey the King, 

And gladly loſe the life he gave me, for him. 

And fince the pleaſure of my days is loſt, 

Since my youth's deareſt, only hopes are croſs'd, 

Careleſs of all, I'll ruſh into the war, 

Provoke the lifted ſword and pointed ſpear, 
Till all o'er wounds I fink amid? the lain, 
And blets the friendly hand that rids me of my pain. 
b [ Exit Tel. 
Cle. Behold, my Lord, and wonder herc with us; 
The Samian King! 
Ant. Eurymachus ! "£16 hes. 
Surprifing accident !—whence came this, 
But *tis no matter, ſince it makes for us, 
Nor have we time to waſte in vain inquiry 
Let it ſuffice that we have loſt an enemy. 
Haſts to the Queen, my Cleon, and perſuade her 
| To ſeek her ſafety with us in the city: 
If ſhe refuſe, bear her away by force. 
Do you attend him. | 
Arcas. Had you ta'en my counſel, 
The Prince ſhould not have *ſcap'd us. 
Ant. Arcas, no! _ 
A life like his is but a fingle ſtake, 
Unworthy the contention it might coſt: 
Gaining the Queen, I have what*®'er I with.” 
Fear of the Samians and the ſubtle King 
Forbad my coming with 5 ſtronger power, 


[To the Soldiers... 
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Left they had ta'en th' alarm, and turn'd upon us: 
Therefore I held it ſafer by a wile | 
To work upon the youth, and ſend him hence, 
And that way gain admittance to his mother. 

Arcas, Our Ithacans, who give the King for loft, 
Shall deem this tale of his return a fable; ; 
Or tho? they ſhould believe it, yet will join us, 
And with united arms aſſiſt your cauſe. 
Why do we 8 then Heard you tbat cry ? 

[ Cry of women within. 

Succeſsful Clos, of his prey poſſeſs'd, 
Leads us the way, and haſtens to the city. 

Aut. Come on, and let the crafty-fam'd Uly/es 
Repine and rage, by happier frauds: excelFd. 
Let the forſaken huſband vainty mourn 
His tedious labours, and his Iate return ; 
In vain to Pallas and to Fowe complain, 
That Troy and Heclor are reviv'd again. 
Poſſeſs'd, like happy Paris, of the fair, | 
I'll lengthen out my joys with ten years war, | 


n think the reſt of life beneath a lover's care. 
LExrurt. 


— 


ACT. 
. SCENE. Thr ay. 


Euter A Mentor and Eumzus. 
Zum. HERE is the joy, the boaſt of "POM now 2 
In vain we triumph o'er our foreign tyrants, 
So ſoon to pak by domeſtic foes. 
Why ſhone the great Uly/es dreadful, fierce 
As Mars, and mighty as. Phleg radu Jove £ 
Why reeks yon marble pavement with the laughter 
Of rival Kings that fell beneath his fwo:d, 
Victims to injur'd honour and revenge ? 
Since by the fatal error of Telemachus, _ 
The prize for which we fought, the Queen is loſt, 
Is yielded up a prey to falſe Autinous. 
Men. He truſted in the noly name of friendſhip, 


And, conſcious of * « own uprightneſs, thought 0 
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The man whom he had plac'd fo near his heart 
Had ſhar'd as well his virtues as his love. 
Eum. How bears the Prince this chance? 
Men Alas! Eumans, : 
His griefs have rent my aged heart aſunder ; 
Stretch'd on the damp unwholeſome earth he lies, 
Nor had my prayers or tears the power to raiſe him; 
Now motionleſs as death his eyes are fix'd, 
And then anon he ſtarts and caſts em upwards, 
And groaung, cries, I am tir accurſtof Heaven, 
My mother ! my Semanthe / and my mother! 
Eun, The King, whoſe equal temper, like the Gods, 
Was ever calm and conitant to itſelf, 
Struck with the ſudden, unexpected evil, 0 
Was mov'd to rage, and chid him from his ſight. 
But now returning to the father's fondneſs, | 
He bad me ſeek him out, ſpeak comfort to him, 
And bring him to his arms. 
Menu. Where have you left 
Our royal maſter 
Eum, Near the palace gate, 
Attended by tizoſe few, thoſe faithful fer, 
Who dare be loyal at a time like this, 
When e'ea tueir utmoſt hope is but to die for him. 
Men. That laſt relief, that refuge of deſpair 
L all I fear is left us. From the city 
Each moment brings the growing danger nearer; 
There's not a man in Ithaca but arms; 
A thouſand blazing fires make bright the ſtreets, 
Huge gabbling crowds gather, and roll along 
Like roaring ſeas that enter at a breach; 
"The neighb'ring rocks, the woods, the hills, the dal's, 
Ring with the Ta ning ſound, while bold rebeilion 
With impious peals of acclamation greets 
Her trait'rous chief Autinous—— Where is then 
One glimpſe of ſafety, when we hardly number 
Our friends a twentieth part of this fierce multitude ? 
Eum. Vet more, the Samians, by whoſe arms aſſiſted 
We late prevaile'd againſt the riotous woocer's. 
By ſome ſiniſter chance have learnt the fate 
Of their dead Monarch, and call loud for vengeance z 
With cloudy brows the ſullen Captains gather 
In murm'ring crouds —_— their weeping 4 rinceſs, 
As 
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As if they waited from her mournful lips, 
The ſignal for deftruQtion, from her ſorrows 
Catching new matter to increaſe their rags, 
And vowing to repay her tears with blood. 
But fee ſhe comes, attended with her guard. 

Men. Retire, and let us haſte to ſeek the Prince ; 
This danger threatens him: if he ſhould meet 'em, 
His piety would be repaid with death; 

Nor could his youth or godlike courage ſave him, 
Unequally oppreſs'd and cruſh'd by numbers. | 
| [ Exeunt Mentor and Eumæus 
Inter tro Samian Capiains, and Soldiers; fome bearing 
the Body of Eurymachus : Semanthe following wth 
Officers and Attendonts. _ 8 

Sem. Ve valiant Samian chiefs, ye faithful followers 
Of your unhappy King, juſtly perform 
7 our pious office to his ſacred relics, 

Bear to your fleet his pale, his bloody coarſe 5 
Nor let his diſcontented ghoſt repine, 

To think his injur'd aſhes ſhall be-miz'd 

With the deteſted earth of cruel Ithaca. 

1 Cap. Oh, royal maid, whoſe tears look lovely cn 
Whoſe cares the Gods ſhall favour and reward, Leg. 
Queen of our Samos now, to whom we offer 
Our humble homage, to whoſe juſt command 
We vow obedience, ſuffer not the ſeaman 
T'unfurl his fails, or call the winds to- ſwell em, 

Till the fierce ſoldier have indulg'd his rage, 
Till from the curled darlings of their youth, 
And from the faireſt of their virgin daughters, 
We've choſe a thouſand victims for a ſacrifice,. 
T'appeaſe the mazes of our murder'd Lord, 
Sem. Now? now Semanthe ! wilt thou name thy 
murderer | | | 
Wilt thou direct their vengeance where to ſtrike ! 
[ Afar. 


Oh, my fad heart? haſte to diſpoſe in ſafety 
Vour venerable load; and if you lov'd him, 
If you remember what he once was to you,. 
How great, how good and gracious, yield this proof 
Of early faith and duty to his daughter, 
Meſtrain the ſoldier's fury, till I name 
The wretch by whom my royal father fell. : 
| et 
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Tet ſome attend the body to the ſhore, 
The reſt be near and wait me... 
Exeuut, ſome with the body; the reſt retire within 
the ſcene, and wait as at a diſtance. TOY 
Enter at the other door Telemachus. 
Tel. Why was T born? why ſent into the world, 
Ordain'd for miſchievous miſdeeds, and fated 
To be the curſe of them that gave me being? 
Why was this maſs ta'en from the heap of ma:ter, 
Where innocent and ſenſeleſs it had reſted, 
To be indu'd with form, and vex'd with motion? 
How happy had it been for all that know me, 
If barrenneſs had bleſs'd my mother's bed; 
Nor had ſhe been diſhonour'd then, nor loſt, 
Nor curſt the fatal hour in which ſhe bore me: 
Love had not been offended for Szmanthe, 
Nor had that fair one known a father's loſs. 
Sem. What kind companion of Semanthe's woes 
Is that, who wand'ring in this dreadful night 
Sighs out her name with ſuch a mouraful accent? 
Ha but thou art Telemachus—-let darknets © 
Still ſpread her gloomy mantle o'er thy viſage, 
And hide thee From thoſe weeping eyes for ever. 
Tel. Yes, veil thy eyes, or turn them far from me, 
For who can take deligat ro gaze on miſery? © 
Fly from the moan, the cry of the affficted, 
From the complaining of a wounded ſpirit, 
Leſt my contagious griefs take hold on thee, 
And every groan utter pierce thy. heart. 
Sem, Oh ſoft enchanting forrows ! never was 
The voice of. mourning half ſo ſweet Oh who 
Can liſten to the ſound, and not be mov'd, 
Not bear a part, likè me, and ſhare in all his pain? 
| Wa FP /5 
Tel. But if perhaps thy fellow-creature's ſuFeungs 
Are grown a pleaſure to thee (for alas! 
Much art thou alter'd) then in me benold. 
More than enough to ſatisfy thy cruelty ; 
Behold me here tae ſcorn, the eaſy prize 
Of a proteſting, faithleſs, villain friend. 
J have betray'd my mother, | betray'd her, 
E'en 1, her ſon, whom with ſo many cares 
She nurs'd and * in her tender boic m. 
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Would I had died before I ſaw this day ! 
Ileft her, I forſook her in diſtreſs, _ 
And gave her to the mercy of a raviſher. 
Sem. Ves, I have heard, with griefof mind redoubled, 
The too nard fortune of the pious Queen; 
For her my eyes enlarge and ſwell their ſtreams, 
Tho' well thou know' il what cauſe they had before 
To laviſh all their tears : I pity her, | | 
T mourn her injur'd virtues ; but for thee, | 
Whate'er the righteous Gods have made thee ſuffer, 
Juſt is the doom, and equal to thy crimes. 
Tel. Tis juſtice all, and ſee I bow me down 
With patience and ſubmiſſion to the blow, 
Nor 1s it fit that ſuch awretch as I am 
Should walk with face erect upon the earth, 
Ind hold fociety with man Oh therefore 
Let me conjure thee by thoſe tender ties 
Which held us once, when 1 was dear to thee, 
And thou to me, as life to living creatures, 
Or light and heat to univerſal nature, 
The comfort and cone, hon of its being, 
Complete th' imperfect vengeance of the Gods, 
Cali orth the valiant Samians to thy aid, 
Bid 'em ſtrike. here, and here revenge 
Sem. Oh hold, 3 
Stay thy raſh tongue, nor let it ſpeak of horrors 
I hat may be fatal to 
Tel. What mean' thou? _ 6 
Sem, Something : 
For which I want a name 


Is there none near? 
| 8 | [Looking about. 
No conſcious ear to catch the guilty ſound ? 
None to upbraid my weaknefs, call me parricide, 
And charge me as conſenting to the murder ? 
For oh my ſhame! my ſhame! I muſt confeſs it, 
Tho' picty and honour urg'd me on, 
Tho' rage and grief had wrought me to diſtraction, 
1 durſt not, could not, would not, once accuſe thee, 
Tel. And wherefore art thou mercitul in vain ? 
Oh do not load me with that burden, life, 
Unleſs thou give me love, to chear my labour s. N 
Teil me, Semanthe, is it, is it t us ing, N 
: The bride and bridegroom mee. ? Are tcars and muin- 
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This bitterneſs of grief, and theſe lementings, 

Are theſe the portion of our nuptial night? 
Sem. But thou, thou only didit prevent the joy, 

is thou haſt turn'd the-blefling to a curſe; 

Live, therefore, live, and be, if it be poſſible, 

Ass great a wretch as thou haſt made Semanthe. 
Fel. It ſhalt be fo—I will be faithful to thee, 

For days, for months, for years, I will be miſerable, 

Protract my ſufferings e*en to hoary age, 

And linger out a tedious life in pain; 

In ſpite of ſickneſs and a broken heart, 

I will endure for ages to obey thee. | 
Sem. Oh never ſhalt thou know ſorrows like mine, 

Never deſpair, never be curs'd as I am, 

Yes, I will open my afflicted breaſt, 

And ſadly ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret pain; 

Tho? hell and darkneſs with new monſters teem, 

Tho? furies hideous to behold aſcend, 

Toſs their infernal flames, and yell around me x 

Tho? my offended father's angry ghoſt 

Should riſe all pale and bloody juſt before me, 

Till my hair ſtarted up, my fight were blaſted, 

And ev'ry trembling fibre ſhook with horror ; 

Yet—p2t—oh yet I muſt confets I love thee! 
Tel. Then let our envious ſtars oppoſe in vain 

Their baleful influence to thwart our joys ; 

My love ſhall get the better of our fate, 

Prevent the malice of that hard decree, 

That ſeem'd to doom us to eternal ſorrows ; 

And yet in ſpite of all we will de happy. . 
Sem. Let not that vain, that faithleſs hope deceive 

For 'tis reſolv'd, tis certainly decreed, [ thee. 

Fix'd as that law, by which imperial Zowe, 

According to his preſcience and his power, 

Ordains the ſons of men to good or evil ; 

is certain, e'en our love, and all the mis'ries 

Which muſt attend that love, are not more certain, 

Than that this moment we muit part for ever 

Tel. How !—part tor ever ?— That's a way indeed 
To make us miſcrable.—ls there none, 

No other ſad alternative of grief, [ever ? 

No other choice but this ?—What, muſt we part for 
Sem. O ſigh not, nor complain—Is not thy hand 

Stain'd with my father's blood? Juſtice a d nature, 

The 
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Perhaps thou wilt forget me; but no matter, 
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The Gods demand it, and we muſt obey : 

Yes, I muſt go, the preſſing minutes call me, 
Where theſe Pond eyes ſnall nęver ſee thee more, 
No more with languiſhing delight gaze on thee, 
Feed on thy face, and fill my heart with pleaſure; 
Where day and night ſhall follow one another, 
Tedious alike and irkſome, and alike | 
Waſted in weary lonelineſs and weeping.. 

Tel. Bore then, my ſoul, tale thy farewel of hap- 
That and Semanthe fly together from thee: [ pineſs; 
Henceforth renounce all commerce with the worid, 
Nor hear, nor fee, nor once regard what paſſes. 

Bet mighty Kings contend, ambitious youth 

Arm for the battle; ſeaſons come and go, 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful pleaſures, . 
And Winter with its ſilver froſt; let Nature | 
Diſplay in vain her various pomp before thee, 

"Tis wretched all, 'tis all not worth thy care, 

*Tis all a wilderneſs without Semanthe. dee, 

Sem. One laſt, one guilty proof, how much I lov 
(Forgive it Gods |) Ceraunus and the Samians | 
Shall bring thee from me ere I part from Ithaca. 

That done, I'll haſte, I'll fly, as I have ſworn 
For thy lov'd ſake, far from the ſight of man, 
Fly to the pathleſs wilds,. and facred ſhades, 
Where Drzads and the mountain-nymphs reſort ;; 
There beg the rural deities to pity me, 
To end my woes, and let me on their hills 
Like Cypariſſus grow a mournful tree ;. 
Or melt like weeping By6/zs to a fountain. 
Tel. Since fate divides us then, ſince I muſt loſe thee, 


For pity's ſake, for love's, oh ſuffer me 
'Thus languiſhing, thus dying to approach thee,. 


And ſigh my laſt adieu upon thy boſom :._ 
Permit me thus, to fold thee in my arms, 
To prels thee to my heart, to taſte thy ſweets, 


Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with delight, 


Thus for my laſt of moments gaze upon thee, 
Thou beſt thou only joy thou loſt Semanthe /. 
Sem. For ever I could liſten But the Gods, 


The cruel Gods forbid, and thus they part us. 


Remember — Oh remember me, 7 elemachus 1 
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\ will be true to thee, preſerve thee ever 
The ſad companion of this faithful breaſt, 
While life and thought remain, and when at laſt 
I feel the icy hand of death prevail, 
My heart-ftrings break, and all my ſenſes fail, 
Pl fix thy image in my cloſing eye, 
Sigh thy dear name, then lay me down and die. [ Eæig. 
| Manet Telemachus. | 
Tel. And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn 
Abandon'd wretch !—The King thy father comes, 
Fly from his angry frown—No matter whither,. 
Seek for the darkeſt covert of the night, | 
Seek out for death, and fee if that can hide thee, 
If there be any refuge thou canſt prove, | 
Safe from purſuing ſorrow, ſhame, and anxious love. 
Exig. 
Enter Ulyſſes, Eumæus, and attendants. 
Uly. To doubt if there he juſtice with the Gods, 
Or if they care for ought below, were impious, 
Oft have I tried, and ever found 'em faithful, 
In all the various perils of my life, 
In battles, in the midit of flaming Troy, 
In ftormy ſeas, in thoſe dread regions where 
Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark abode, 
Divided from this world, and borderers on hell; 
Ev'n there the providence of owe was with me, 
Defended, chear'd, and bore me thro” the danger; 
Nor is his pow'r, nor is my virtue leis, | 
That I ſhould fear this rude tumultuous. herd. 
Eum. So feeble is our band, fo few our friends, 
We hope not ſafety from- ourſelves, but thee ; 
In thee our King we truſt, in thee thou hero, 
Favour'd of Heav'n in all thy wars victorious. 
But ſee where proud rebellion comes againſt thee, 


Severely fierce, and breathing bold defiance. 
Now let our courage and our faith be tried, 
And if, unequal to thy great example, 

We cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee. 
Shout; drums and trumpets : Then enter Antinous, Cleom 

| and ſoldiers. 
Aut. What bold invader of our laws and freedom 

Uſurps the ſacred name of King in 1haca? 


* 


[Shouts 
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Who dares to play the tyrant in our tate, 
And in deſpite of hoſpitable Fowe, | 
Defames our iſland with/the blood of ſtrangers? 
Uly. Have you forgot me then, you men of [thaca? 
Did I for this, amongſt the Grecian heroes, 
Go forth to battle in my country's cauſe ? 
Have I by arms, and by ſucceſsful counſels, 
Deſerv'd a name from Aſia's wealthy ſhores, 
Ev'n to the weſtern ocean, to thoſe bounds: 
That mark the great Alcides' utmoſt labours, 
And am I yet a ſtranger here—at home:? [ nations, 
Ant. And wherefore did'it thou leave thoſe diſtant 
Through which thy name and mighty deeds were ſpread ? 
We never ſought to know thee, and now known 
Regard thee not, unleſs it be to puniſh | 
Thy violation of our public peace. 


Uly. And doſt thou dare, doſt thou, audacious ſlave, 


Thou raſh miſleader of this giddy crowd, 
Doft thou preſume to match thyſelf with me, 
To judge between a Monarch and his people? 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy maſter, ; 
Yet it had made me ſomething more than thou art, 
Then when it made me what I am—-Uly/es. 
Ant. Then be Uly/es! Echo it again. 
And ſee what homage theſe will pay the ſound ; 


[ Pointing to the ſoldiers. 


Tell em the ſtory of your Trojan wars, 
How Heer drove you headlong to the ſhore, 
And threw his hoſtile fires amidſt your fleet ; 


Then mark with what applauſe they will receive thee. 


Say, countrymen, will you revenge the Princes 
This wanderer has ſlain, and join with me? 
Ou. Antinous ! Antinous! Ef 
Ant. What of your Monarch? 


Ori. Drive him out to baniſhment. [careleſs, 


Uly. Were there no Gods in Heav'n, or were they 
And Fowe had long forgot to wield his thund-r, 
And dart deſtruction down on crimes like thine ; 
Yet, traitor, hope not tnou to *ſcape from juſtice, 
Nor let rebellious numbers iwell thy pride 
For know, Cs is alone tuiticient 
To punith tuee, 31d on thy perjur'd head 
Revenge the wrongs of love and injur'd Majeſty. 4 
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ULYSSES. = 
Ant. And ſee T fand grepar'd ts meet thy vengeance; 
Exert thy kingly pow'r,%and ſummon all F 


Thy uſeful arts and courage to thy aid; 
And ſince thy faithful Diomede i ablent. 
Since valiant jar, with his ſevenfold ſhield, 
No more ſhall interpoſe *twixt thee and danger, 
Invoke thoſe friendly Gods whoſe care thou art, 
And let them fave thee, now aſſert thy cauſe, 
And render back to thy deſpairing arme 
The beauteous Queen, whom in deſpite of them 
And thee this happy night I made my prize, 4 
Uly. Heat this, ye Gods! he triumphs in the raps, 
Moſt glorious villain '—But we pauſe too long: 
On then,, and tempt our fate, my gallant friends 
From this defier of the Gods, this monſier, 
Let us redeem my Queen, or die together: 
"And, equal to our great forefather's fame, 
' Peſcend and join thoſe demy-Gods of Greece, 
Who with their bloed enrich'd the Darden plains, 
To vindicate a huſband ſacred right. - , 
| Sheut : Then enter Arcas wounded. | 
Ant. What means that ſudden thander-clap of tumult? 
Art thou not Arcas? Thou art faint and bloody. 
Arcas. Pve paid you the laſt office of my friendſhip; 
Scarce have I breath enough to ipeak your danger: 
The furious Samians, led by young Telemachus, 
Reſiſtleſs, fierce,” and bearing all before em, 
Have from the caſtle fore'd the captive Queen; 
Fir'd with ſucceſs, they drive our fainting troops, 
And hither urge their way with threat'ning cries, 
Loudly demanding your devoted head, 8 
A juſt atonement for tlieir murder'd Lord. 
C. Celeſtial Pow'rs! ye guardians of the juſt! 
This wond'rous work is yours, and yours be all the 
a rie FO 5cY | 2 
Ant. Confuſion !—wherefore didſt not thou proclaim: 
My innocence, and warn them cf their error ? p 
Arcas. Behold theſe wounds, through which my part- 
Js haſting forth, and judge my truth by them: ¶ ing ſoul 
Whate'er I could I urg'd in thy defence, 5 
But all was vain; with clamorous impatience a 
They broke upon my ſpeech, and {wore *twas falſe. 
Their Queen, the fair Szmauthe; had accus'd thee, 
SHA} TA p And 
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And fix d by royal father's death on thes. 
If any way be left yet, haſte and'fly; 
Th' inconſtant faithleſs Ithacans join with em, 
And all is lot —— What dearer pledge than life 
Can friend ſhip aſæ? Behald, J give it for thee. 
Dies. ¶ Shout, 
Lay. They come, ſucceſs and happineſs attend us, 
Pallas, and my victorious ſon fight for us. 
Aut. Thou and thy Gods at laſt have got the better, 
172 Ulyſſes, 
Yet know I avs to fly; that great imbition,. a Hb 
That bid me firſt aſpire to love and empire. 


Still brightly burns and animates my ſoul. 


Be true, my ſword, and let me fall reveng d, 


And I'll forgive ill fortune all beſides, 


Ulyſſes, Antinous, and their parties Ab.. 
Enter Telemachus, Ceraunus, and Samian;/oldiers,. they 
join Ulyſſes, and drive Antinous, Cleon, and the reſt 
off the flage. Then enter at one door Ulyſſes, at rhe 
other the Queen, Mentor. and attendants. 
Ulz. My Queen! my love! [Embracing 
= ca My hero! my Ulyſſes ! 
Once more thou art reftor'd, once more 1 hold thee, 
At length the Gods have prov'd us to the utmeſt, 
Are ſatisfied with what we have endur'd, 3 
And never will afflict nor part us more. 
Tis not in words to tell thee what Pye felp, 
The ſorrows and the fears; ev'n yet L tremble, 
Ev'n yet the fierce ideas ſhock: my ſoul, 
And hardly yield to wonder and to joy. 
Men. A turn ſo happy, and ſo unexpected, 
None but thoſe over-ruling pow'rs: who. caus'd it, | 
Could have foreſeen :- The beauteous Samian Princeſs, 
Within whoſe gentle breaſt, revenge. and tenderneſs 
Long ſtrove, and long maintain'd a doubtful conflict. 
At length was vanquuh'd by prevailing loves; 
And happily to fave the Prince, imputed 
To falie Autinous, her father's death; 
Heav'n has approv'd the fraud of fond; affection, 
The juſt deceit, a falſhood fair as truth, 
Since *tis to that alone we owe you ſafety. 
-; Exter Telemachus. 
Tel. tiere let ne kneel, and with my tears atone 
[XK mm 7 
ie 
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The raſh offences of my heedleſs youth. 
| 15 [Ulyſſes raiſes bim. 

Here offer the firſt trophies of my ſword, 

And once more hail my father King of Ithaca. 

Antinous, the rebel faction's chief, 

Is now no more, and your repenting people 

Woit with united homage to receive you; . 

The ſtrangers too, to whom we owe our conqueſt, 

Haſte to embark, and ſet their ſwelling ſails 

To bear the fad Semant be back to Samos; 

Joy like the chearful morning dawns on all, 

And none but your unhappy ſon ſhall mourn, | 
h. Like thee the pangs of parting love I've known. 

My heart like thine has bled——But oh! my fon, 


Sigh not nor of the common lot complain, 
Thou that art born a man, art born to pain; 
For proof, behold my tedious twenty years 
All ipent in toil, and exercis'd in cares: 
Tis true the gracious Gods are kind at laft, 
And well reward me here for all my ſorrows paſt. 
| [Excunt.. 
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LUS going to take water, a the flairs 
1 flopp'd, and came again to beg your prayers ; 


Lou ſee how ill my love has been repaid, 


Id Wh: © - 
"Tough, honeft, country fox-hunter would come, 


That 1 am like to live and die a maid ;; 
Poetic rules and juſtice to maintain, 
to the woods am order d back again 
To Madam C ynthia, and her virgin train. 
Zis an uncomfortable life they lead; 
Inſtead of quilts and down, the folvan bed 5 
With ſkins of beaſts, with/leaves and moſs is ſpread ; 
No morning toilets do their chambers grace, 

Where famous pearl coſmetics find a place, 

With powder for the teeth, and plaiſter for the face, 
But, in defiance of complexion, they, 

Lite arrant houſewives, riſe by break of day, 

Cut a braun cruſt, ſaddle their nags, and mounting 
In ſcorn of the green-ſickneſs ride a hunting: 

Your Sal, and hartis horn drops, they deal not in; 
They hawe no vapors, nor no witty ſpleen, 

No coftte to be had; and 1 am told, | 

As to the tea, they arink, *tis moſtly cold, 

For converſation, nothing can be worſe, 

is all among/t themjelves, and that's the curſe - 
One topic there, as here, does ſeldom fail, 


Me awomen rarely want a theme to rail; 


But bating that one pleaſure of backbiting, 
There is no earthly thing they can delight in, 
There are no Indian houſes, to drop in 

And fancy fiuffs, and chooſe a pretty ſcreen, 
To while away an hour or fo—] {wear | 


Theſe cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear: 
And if ſome unexpefted friend appear, | 


The de' il Who could have thought to meet you here? 


We jhould but very badly entertain 
You that delight in toaſting and Champaign, 


But keep your tender perſons ſafe at home. 
We know you hate hard riding: but if ſem? 


Pifit cur Goddeſs, and her maiden court, 
*7 rs ten ie one but we may ew him ſport. 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES LolDp HALIT Ax. 


My Loxp, 


F I could have the vanity to make a merit of dedi- 

cating this TX ACGCEDY, I ſhould here take an op- 
portunity of telling you, that I am, in this, endeavour- 
ing to make the beſt, and only return I am capable of, 
for all thoſe marks of exceeding goodneſs and humanity, 
which I have ſtill had the honour to meet with from your 
Lordſhip. But fince the matter is quite otherwiſe, ſince 
it is highly to my advantage to ſhelter myſelf under fo 
great a name; finee I have done myſelf ſo much honour 
by it; I am bound to own, with all the gratitude I am 


capable of, that your Lordflup's patronage is a new, and 


will be a laſting obligation upon me. 

Moſt kinds of poetry, but eſpecially Tragedies, come 
into the world now, like children born und-r ill ſtars; a 
1 indifference, or rather diſinclination, attends 

ike a bad influence upon them; and after having buſtled 
through ill uſage, and a ſhort life, they ſleep and are 
forgotten. The reliſh of things of this kind is certainly 
very much altered from what it was ſome time ſince; 
and though I won't preſume to cenſure other people's 
38 and preſcribe to the various taſtes of man- 

ind; yet I will take the liberty to ſay, that thoſe who 
ſcorn to be entertained like their fore-fathers, will hardly 
ſubſtitute ſo reaſonable a diverſion in the room of that 


which they have laid aſide, I could wiſh there were 
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not ſo much reaſon as there is to attribute this change: 
of inclinations, to a diſeſteem of learning itſelf. Too 
many people are apt to think, that books are not neceſ- 
ſary to the finiſhing. the character of a fine gentieman 
and are therefore eaſily drawn to deſpite what they 
know nothing of. But, my Lord, among all theſe 
mortifying thoughts, it is ſtill a pleaſure to the Muſes, 
to think there are ſome men of too delicate underſtand- 
ings to give into the taſtes of deprav'd age; men that 
have not only the power but the will, to protect thoſe 
arts which they love, becauſe they are maſters of them, 


It would be very eaſy for.me to diſtinguiſh one among 
thoſe few, after the moſt advantageous manner; but all 
men of common ſenſe have concurred in doing it already, 
and there is no need of a panegyric. 


I could be almoſt tempted to expoſtulate with the reſt 
of the world (for I am ſure there is no occaſion to make 


an apology to your Lordſhip) in defence of poetry. I 


am far from thinking of a good poet, as the Szozcs did 
of their wiſe-man, that he was ſufficient for every thing, 


could be every thing, and excel in every thing, as he 


1 yet ſure I may be allowed to ſay, that that 
ightneſs, quickneſs, that ſtrength and greatneſs of 
thinking, which is required in any of the nobler kinds 


of poetry, would raiſe a man to an uncommon diſtinction 


in any profeſſion or buſineſs, that has a relation to good 
ſenſe and underſtanding. One modern inſtance can at 
leaſt be given, where the ſame genius that ſhone in 
poetry, was found equal to the firſt employments of the 
ſtate; and where the {ame man, who by his virtue, and 
wiſdom was highly uſeful to, and inſtrumental in the 
ſafety and happineſs of his native country, had been 


Equally ornamental to it in his wit. 


This is what I could not help faying, for the honour 
of an art which has been formerly the favourite cf. the 


greateſt inen. Not that it wants a recommendation to 


your Lordſhip, who have always been a conſtant and 
generous: protector of it. This indeed would be much 
more properiy {aid to the world, and when I have told 


them what men have equally adorned it, and been 
| adorned 
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adorned by it, I might not unfitly apply to them, what 
Horace ſaid to the Piſo's, | 


n fort Puderi 
Sit tibi Muſa Lyre folers & Cantor Apollo. 


For my own inconſiderable pretenſions to verſe, I 


ſhall, I confeſs, think better even of them, than I have 


ever yet done, if they ſhall afford me the honour to be 


always thought, 


My Lok p, 


Youy Lord/hip's | | al _ 


Moft obedient 
ie devoted humble Servant, 


N. Rows. 
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INCE to your fam d forefathers quite contrary, 
Zn from their pleaſures, as their wiſdom, vary; 
What art, what method, ſhall the poet find. 

To hit the taſte of each fantaſtic mind ? 

Legions of joys your wand”ring fancies lead, | 
Like ſummer flies, which in the ſhambles breed ; 

Each year they ſwarm anew, and to the laſt ſucceed. _ 
Time was, when fools by fellowſhip were known ; 

But new they ſtray; and in this populous town | 
Each coxcomb has a folly of his own. 

Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome play; not to forget 

Tour Piquet parties, and your dear Baſſet 

Some praiſe, ſome rail, ſome bow, and ſome make faces; 
Your country Squires hunt foxes, your court, places. 

7 he city too fills up the various ſcent, | 
Where fools lay wagers, and where wiſe men win 

One rails at Cælia for a late miſchance ; 

One grumbles, and cries up the poxw”r of; France. 

This man talks politics, and that takes Pills ; 

One cures his own, and one the nation's ills. 

Now fidling, and the charms of ſing-ſong, win ye; 
Harmonious Peg, and warbling Valentini. 

As to your drinking— but, for that, abe ſpare it, 2 
Nor with your other vile delights compare it, 8 
T here's ſemething more than ſound, there's ſenſe in claret. 
Mean-while neglefed werſe, in long diſgrace, 

Among /t your many pleaſures finds no place; 

The wirtuous laws of common-ſenſe forſfwearing, 

You damn us like packt juries. without hearing. 

Each puny whip/ter here, is wit encugh, | 
With jeornful airs, and ſupercilious ſnuff, 

To cry, This Tragedy's ſuch damn'd grave ſtuff, 

But now we hope more equal judges come, 


Since Flanders ſends the gen'rous Warriors home : 


You that hade fought for liberty and laws, ? 

Whoje valor the proud Gallic tyrant azves, 8 

Join to afjert the ſiubing muſes cauſ? ; 

Since the ſame flame, by different ways expreſi'd, 

Glowws in the hero's and the poet's breaſt ; 

The ſame great thoughts that reuſe you to the fight, 

Inſpire the muje, and bid the poet write, 
| Dramatiſt 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 

Hengiſt, — — Mr. Booth. 

Aribert, — — Mr. Wilks. 

Offa, — — Mr. Huſbands. 

Seofrid, — — Mr. Mills. 

Oſwald, - — Mr. Keen. 

WOMEN. j 

Rodogune, = = Mrs. Barry, 


Ethelinda, = — Mrs. Oldfield. 


Priefts, Officers, Soldiers, and eier attendants, 


SCENE, « Kent, about tabenty years after the firft i#t- 
dvar of Britain by the Saxons. 


THE 


ROYAL CONVERT. 


ACT LHR. 
SCENE, A Palace. 
Enter Aribert and Oſwald. 


Aribert. UCH are, my Fiend the Joys our pom 
have known, ; | 
So ſtill to be deſir'd, ſo ever new, 


Nor by fruition pall'd, nor chang'd by abſence. 


Whate'er the poets dreamt of their Ely/iam, 
Or what the Fg ints believe of the firſt Paradiſe, 5 
When nature was not yet deform'd by winter, 
But one perpetual beauty crown'd the year, 
Such have we found 'em ſtill, ſtill, ſtill the ſame. 
O.. —_ grant kind Heav'n, their courſe to be for 
ever! 
But yet, my Prince, forgive your faithful Ofwald. 
If he believes you melt with too much tenderneſs: 
Vour noble heart forgets its native greatneſs, 
And ſinks in ſoftneſs, when you languiſſi thus; 
Thus ſigh and murmur but for fix days abſence. 
Ari. Chide not; but think if e'er, when thou wert 
oung, 
Thou lov'df thyſelf, how thou wert wont to judge 
Of time, of love, of abſence, ard 1 impatience. 
What! fix long days, and never write nor ſend, 
Tho' Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both, 
Were left behind, to bring me tidings from her : 
How, E:he/inda! how halt thou forgot me! 
Ofw. Perhaps I err; but if the pain be ſuch, 
Why 1s the fair one, who alone can eaſe it, _ 
| | us 
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Thus far divided from your longing arms? | 

Twere better ne'er to part, than thus to mourn. 
Ari. Oh Ofwald! is there not a fatal cauſe ? 

Thou know'ſt my Erhelinda | | 
Ofw. Is a Chriſtian | 

A name by Saxons, and their Gods, abhorr'd. 

To me her diff ring faith imports not much; 

*Tis true indeed, bred to my country's manners, 

I worſhip as my fathers did before me. 

Unpractis'd in diſputes, and wrangling, ſchools, 

I ſeek no farther Br and ſo keep 

My mind at peace, nor know the pain of doubting; 

What others think I judge not of too nicely, - 

But hold, all hone men are in the right. [ thine, 
Ani. Then know yet more; for my whole breaſt is 

Ev'n all my ſecret ſoul: I am a Chriſtian. 

"Tis wonderful to tell; for oh, my Ofwald, 

J liſten'd to the charmer of my heart. 

Still, as the night that fled away, I fate, 

I heard her with an eloquence divine. 

Reaſon of holy and myſterious truths ; 

Of Heav'n's moſt righteous doom, of man's injuſtice; 

Of laws to curb the will, and bind the paſſions; 

Of life, of death, and immortality; 

Ot gaaihing fiends beneath, and pains eternal; 

Of ſtarty thrones, and endleſs joys above. 

My very ſoul was aw'd, was ſhook within me; 

Methought I heard diſtin, I ſaw moſt plain, 

Some angel, in my #:helinda's form, 

Point out my way to everlaſting happineſs. | 
Ofw. Tis wonderful indeed! and yet great ſouls, 

By nature half divine, ſoar to the ſtars, | 

And hold a near acquaintance with the Gods. 

Ad oh, my Prince, when I ſurvey thy virtue, 

I own the ſeal of Heav'n imprinted on thee ; 

I ſtand convinc'd that good and holy powers 

Inſpire and take delight to dwell within thee. 

Yet crowds will ſtill believe, and prieſts will teach, 

As wand'ring fancy, and has int'reſt leads. 

How will the King and our fierce Saxon chiefs 

* this bride and faith? Had royal Heng iſt, 

Thy tather liv'd! 
Ari, Tis on that rock we periſh ; | 

| þ 74 is Thou 
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Thou bring'ſt his dreadful image to my thoughts, 
And now he ſtands before me, ftormy, fierce, 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to death | 
Tenacious of his purpoſe once reſolv'd. 
ſuſt ſuch he ſeems, as when ſevere and frowning 
He forc'd the King, my brother, and myſelf, 
To kneel and ſwear at Voden's cruel altar, 

Firſt never to forego our country's Gods; 
Then made us vow with deepeſt imprecations, 
If it were either's fortune e'er to wed, 
Never to chooſe a wife among the Chriſtians; 

Ov. Have you not fayl'd in both? 

Ari. *Tis true, I have, | 

But for a cauſe ſo juſt, ſo worthy of me, 

That not t'have fail'd in both, had been thave fail'd. 
Yes, Ofvald, by the conſcious judge within, 

So do ] ſtand acquitted to myſelf, 

That were my Erhelinda free from danger, 

On peril of my life I would make known, 

And to the world avow, my love and faith, 

Of. I dare not, nay, tis ſure I cannot blame you: 
You are the ſecret worſhip of my ſoul, | 
To me ſo perfect, that you cannot err. 

But oh! my Prince, let me conjure you now, 

By that moft faithful ſervice I've ſtill paid you, 

By love, and by the gentle E:helinda, 

Be c. utious of your danger, reſt in ſilence. 

In holy matters, zeal may be your guide, 

And lift you on her flaming wings to Heav'n ; 

But here on earth truſt reaſon, and be ſafe. 

Ari. Tis true, the preſent angry face of things 
| Beſpeaks our cooleſt thoughts: "The Britiſß King, 

Ambroſius, arms, and calls us forth to battle, 

Demanding back the fruitful fields of Kent, 

By Vortigern to royal Hengit grv'n; 

A mean reward for all thoſe Sax lives 

Were loſt, in propping Britain's ſinking ſtate. 

Ofw. The war with Britain is a diſtant danger, 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtic fears. 
Young Ofa, chief among our Saxon Princes, 
Who at the King's entreaty friendly came 
From northern 7utland, and the banks of Elbe, 
With twice ten thouſand warriors to his aid, 


Frowns 
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Frowns on our court, complains aloud of wrongs, 
And wears a public face of diſcontent. 

Ari. *Tis faid he is offended, that the King 
Delays to wed his ſiſter. 

Ofw. Twas agreed, | 
Twas made the firſt condition of their friendſhip, 
And ſworn with all the pomp of prieſts and altars, 
That beauteous Rodogune ſhonid be our Queen; 
Then wherefore this delay? "The time was fix'd, 
The feaſt was bid, and mirth proclaim'd to all; 
Ihe crowd grew jovial with the hopes of holydays, 
And each, according to our country's manner, 
Provok'd his fellow with a friendly be.. l, 
And bleſs'd the royal pair; when on the morn, 
The very morn that ſhould have join'd their hands, 
The King forbad the rites. 

Ari. Iwo days are paſt, 
Nor has my brother yet diſclos'd the cauſe. 
Laſt night, at parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, 
Then catch'd my hand, and with a troubled accent, 
With words that ſpoke like ſecret ſhame and ſorrow, 
He told me he had ſomething to impart, 
And wiſh'd that I would wait kim in the morning. 

Ow, But ſee, Prince Offa, and his beauteous ſiſter } 
The King's moſt favour'd counſellor, old Segfrid, 
Is with *em too. 

Ari. Retire; I would not meet em. 
That Princeſs, Ofevald, is eſteem'd a wonder. 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 
oft thou not mark? there is I kuow not what 
Ot ſullen and ſevere, of fierce and haughty, 
That, pleaſes not, but awes; I gaze aſtoniſh'd, 
And fear prevents defire. 50 men tremble, 
When lightning ſhoots in glict'ring trails along: 
It ſhines, *tis true, and gilds the gloomy night; 


But where it ftrikes, *tis fatal. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Ofla, Rodogune, Scofrid, and attendants. 
_ Oga. By Woden, no! I will not think he meant it; 


| Revenge had elſe been ſwift. —So high I hold 


The honour of a ſoldier and a King, 
J wo'nor think your maſter meant to wrong me. 
Let him beware, -however !— Tealous friendſlup, 
And beauty's tender fame, can brook no flights. 
E 4 . 
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What in a foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 
Is deadly from a friend, and ſo to be repaid. 

Seo. Whatever fame or ancient ſtory tells, 
Of brother's love, or celebrated friends, 
Whoſe faith, in perils oft, and oft in death, 
Severely had been tried, and never broke, 
Such is the truth, and ſuch the grateful mind 
Of royal Hengiſt to the princely Offa.” 
Nor you, fair Princeſs, frown, if wars and troubles, 

2 — 24.3 To Rodogune, 
Tf watchful councils,” and if cares, which wait 
On Kings, the nurſing-fathers of their people, 
Withhold a while the Monarch from your arms. 
Rod. When fierce Ambroſius leads the Britons forth, 
Thunders in arms, and ſhakes the duſty field, 
Tt ſuits thy. wary maſter's caution well 
'To ſit with dreaming hoary heads at council, 
And waſte the midnight taper in debates. 
But let him ſtill be wiſe, conſult his ſafety, 
And trouble me no more. Does he ſend thee 
With tales of dull reſpe&, and faint excuſes ? 
'Tell him he might have ſpar'd the formal meſſage, 
Till ſome kind friend had told him how I languiſh's, 
How like a turtle I bemoan'd his abſence. 
Seo. Pardon, fair excellence, if. falt'ring age 
Prophanes the paſhon I was bid to paint, 
And drops the tale imperfect from my tongue. 
But lovers beſt can plead their cauſe themſelves ; 
And ſee, your ſlave, the King, my maſter, comes, 
'To move your gentle heart with faithful vows, 
And pay his humble homage at your feet. 
Enter the King, guards, and other attendants. 

King. But that 1 truſt not to that babbler, fame, 
Who, careleſs of the majeſty of Kings, 
Scatters lewd lies among the crowd, and wins 
The eaſy idiots to believe in monſters, | | 
I ſhould have much to charge you with, my brother : 
I ſtand accus'd | | 

Ofa. How, Sir? | 

King. So ſpeaks report, 
As wanting to my honour, and my friend ; 
By you I ftand accus'd. 

Fa. Now by our friendſhip, 
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If that be yet an oath, reſolve me, Hengi# [ coldneſs? 
Whence are theſe doubts between us, whence this 
Say thou, who know'ſt, what ſudden fecret thought 
Has ſtept between, and daſh'd the publick joy. 

Thou call'ſt me brother; wherefore wait the prieſts, 
And ſuffer Hymen's holy fire's to languiſh :? 
What hinders but that now the rites begin, 
That now we loſe all 2 of paſt diſpleaſure, 
And in the temple tie the {acred knot | 
Of love and friendſhip to endure for ever ? = 
King. What hinders it indeed, but that which makes: 
This medly war within? but that which cauſes 
This ſickneſs of the foul, and weighs her down 
With more than mortal cares ?. 
Ofz. What ſhall I call. 
This ſecret gloomy grief, that hides its head, 
And loves to lurk in ſhades ? have royal minds | | 
Such taoughts as ſhun the day ? 
King. Urge me no farther, 
But like a friend, be willing not to know. 
What to reveal would give thy friend a pain. 
Be flill the partner of my heart, and ſhare . 
In arms and glory with me; but, oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro? one thought, 
One ſecret anxious pang that jars within me, 

. That makes me act a madman's part before thee, 

1 And talk confuſion If thou art my friend, 

'Chou haſt heard me, and be fatisfied—if not, 

J have too much deſcended from myſelf 

Jo make the mean requeſt but reſt we hear. 

To you, fair Princeſs oY 
Rod. No !—there needs no more; 

For I would ſpare thee the unready tale, 

Know, faithleſs King, I give thee back thy vows, 

And bid thee fin ſecure, be ſafely perjur'd. 

Since if our Gods behold thee with my eyes, 

Their thunder ſnall be kept for nobler vengeance, 

And what they ſcorn, like me they ſhall forgive, 

=_ - King. When anger lightens in the fair one's eyes, 

L.owly we bow, as to offended heaven, 

With blind obedience and ſubmiſſive worſhip ;. 
Nor with too curious boldneſs raſnly reaſon 
| Of what is juſt or unjuſt, _ high power. 
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Ls to itſelf a rule, and cannot err. 

Cc this may be permitted me to ſpeak, 
Howe'er the preſent circumſtance reproach me, 
Yet ſtill my heart avows your beauty's power, 
My eyes confeſs you fair. 1 

Rod. Whate'er I am 
Is of myſelf, by native wosth exiſting, ' 
Secure, and independent of eee 3 
Nar let it ſeem too proud a boaſt, if minds 
By nature great, are conſcious of their greatneſs, 
Ind hold it mean to borrow ought from flattery. 

King. You are offended, lady. 

Rod. Hengift, no. 

Perhaps th.5u thin*k this gen'rous indignation, 
That bluſhing burns apon my glowing cheek, 

And ſparkles in my eyes, a woman's weakneſs, 
The ma} zeof a poor forſaken maid, © 

Who ra. is at faithleſs man—Miſtaken Monarch !— 
For know e'en from the firſt my ſoul difdain'd thee z 
Nor am I left by thee, but thou by me. | 

So was thy falſhood to my will ſubſervient, 

And by my purpofe bound. Thus man, tho' limited 
By fate, may vainly think his actions free, | 
While all he does, was ar his hour of birth, 

Or by his Gods, or potent ſtars ordain'd. 

Ofa. No more, my fiſter : Let the gown-men talk, 
And mark out right and wrong in noiſy courts ; 
While the brave find a nearer way to juſtice, 

"They hold themſe'ves the balance and the ſword, | 
And ſuffer wrong from none. Tis much beneath me 
To aſk again the debt you owe to honour ; 

So that he ſatisfied, we ſtill are friends, 

And brothers of the war. But mark me, Heng, 
Jam not us'd to wait; and if this day 
Paſs unregarded as the former two, 

Soon as to-morrow dawns, expect me. 

King, Where? 

Ofa. Arm'd in the field. 

Seo. Beſeech you, Sir, be calm, FTo the King. 
The valiant Prince 
Ofa. Tho? I could wiſh it otherwiſe. 

And ſince the h:nour of the Saxon name, 
And empire herein Britain reſts upon thee, 


Believe 
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Believe me, I would ftill be found thy friend. 
[ Exeunt Otia, Rodogune, and Attendants, 
King, No, I renounce that friendihip ; periſh too, 
Periſh that name and empire both for ever; | 
What are the kingdoms of the peopled earth, 
What are their purple, and their crowns to me, 
If I am curſt within, and want that peace 
Which ev'ry ſlave enjoys? 
Seo. My royal matter, : 
It racks my aged heart to ſee you thus ; 1 
But oh ! what aid, what counſel can I bring you, 
When all yon eaſtern down, e'en to the ſurge 
That bellowing heats on Dower's chalky cliff, 
With creſted helmets thick embattled ſhines ; 
With theſe your friends, what are you but the preateſt ? 
With theſe your foes —Oh! let me loſe that thought, 
And rather think I fee you Britain's King, 
Ammbroſius vanquiih'd, and the fartheſt P48 
Submitted to your ſway, tho* the ſame ſcene 
Diſcover'd to my view the haughty Rcdogune 
Plac'd on your throne, and partner of your bed. 
King, What! ſhould I barter beauty for ambition, 
Forſake my heaven of love, to reign in hell? 
Take a domeſtic fury to my breaſt, - 
And never know one hour of peace again? 
Stateſman, thou reaſon'ſt ill. By mighty Thor, 
Who wields the thunder, I will rather chooſe 
To meet their fury. Let 'em come together, 
Young Of%# and Ambreſius. Tho' my date 
Of mortal life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, 
Each minute ſhall be rich in ſome great action, 
To ſpeak the King, the Hero, and the Lover. 
Seo. The Hero and the King are glorious names; 
But oh! my matter, wherefore is the lover? 
In honour's name remember what you are, 
Break from the bondage of this teeb'e paſſion, 
And urge your way to glory: Leave with {co:n 
Unmanly pleaſures to unmanly minds, - 
And through the rough, the thorny paths of danger, 
Aſpire to virtue, and immortal greatneis. 
Ang. Hence, with thy hungry, dull, untimely morals, 
The fond deluding ſophiſtry of ſchools. | 
Who would be great, but to be happy too? 
E 6 And 
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And yet ſuch ideots are we, to exchange 

Our peace and pleaſure for the trifle glory; 
What is the Monarch, mighty, rich, and great? 
What? but the common victim of the ſtate: 
Born to grow old in cares, to waſte his. blood, 


Is to atone the angry Gods deſign'd ; 


Oh, Aribert my ſoul has long deſired thee, 


And ſtill be wretched for the public good. 
So, by the prieſts, the nobleſt of the kind 


And while the meaner ſort from death are freed, 
The mighty bull, that wont the herd to lead, 
1s doom'd for fatal excellence to bleed. 


End of the firſt Act. 


[ Exeunt, 


ACT 
Inter the King and Seofnid. 5 


hy cold, thy cautious age is vainly anx- 
Thy fears are inauſpicious to my courage, lious, 
And chill the native ardour of my ſoul. 
This ſullen cloudy fky that bodes a ſtorm 
Shall clear, and every danger fleet away; 
Our Saxons ſhall forget the preſent diſcord, 
And urge the Britons with united arms; 
Hymen hall be aton*d, ſhall join two hearts 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the pledge of peace. 
Seo. Propitious God of love, incline his heart 
To melt before her eyes, to meet her-wiſhes, 
And yield ſubmiſſion to the haughty maid. 
Thou that delight'ſt in cruel wantonneſs, 
'To join unequal necks beneath thy yoke, 
For once be gentle, and inſpire both hearts 
With mutual flames that each may burn alike. 
Oft haſt thou ruin'd kingdoms—fave one now; 
And thoſe who curft thee (parſimonious age 
And rigid wiſdom) ſhall raife altars to thee. 
| 4 Enter Aribert. [ him. 
King. But ſee he comes, and brings our wiſhes with 


King. N* more of theſe unneceſſary doubts : 
1 
* 


Has 
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Has waited long for thy relief, and wanted _ 
To ſhare the burthen which ſhe bears with thee, 
And give thee half her ſorrows. | 
Ari. Give me all, 
E'en all the pain you feel, and let my truth 
Be greatly tried; let there be much to ſuffer, 
To prove how much my willing heart can bear, 
To eaſe my king, my brother, and my friend. 
King. I know thee ever gentle in thy nature, 
Yielding and kind, and tender in thy friendſhip, 
And therefore all my hope of peace dwells with thee. 
For oh! my heart has labour'd long with pain, 
J have endur'd the rage of ſecret grief, 
A malady that burns and rankles inward, 
And wanted ſuch a hand as thine to heal me. 
Ari. Speak it, nor wound the ſoftneſs of my foul 
With theſe obſcure complainings 5 ſpeak, my Lord. 
King. Firſt then, this fatal marriage is my curſe, . 
This galling yoke to which my neck is doom'd, 
This bride—ſhe is my plague —ſhe haunts my dreams, 
Invades the ſofter filent hour of veſt, | 535 
And breaks the balmy ſlumber. Night grows tedious, 
She ſeems to lag, and hang her ſable wings; 
And yet I has the dawning of the morn, 5 
As it ſome ſcreaming ſprite had ſhriek*d, and call'd, 
Hengiſt, ariſe, to-morrow is thy laſt. 
Ari. A thouſand ſpeaking griets are in your eyes 
To tell the rack within I read it plain. 
But oh ! my King, what prophet could have dreamt 
A turn like this? that beauty ſnould deftroy, 
And love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſe you moſt. 
King. Oh! wherefore nam'ſt thou love? Can there 
be love, 
When choice, the free, the chearful voice of nature, 
And reaſon's deareſt privilege, is wanting? 
What cruel laws impoſe a bride, or bridegroom, 
On any brute but man? Obſerve the beaſts, 
And mark the feather'd kind; does not the turtle, 
When Venus and the coming ſpring incite him, 
Chooſe out his mate himſelf, and love her moſt, 
Becauſe he likes her beſt ? But Kings muſt wed 
(Curſe on the hard condition of their royalty!) 
That ſordid ſlaves may ſweat and eat in peace. 
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Survey thyſelf, the certain cauſe of love; 
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Ari. Tis hard indeed! Would ſhe had never come, 


© + HER 


King. So would J !—but now- 
Ari. Ay! now what remedy i 5 
When to refuſe the Saxon Ofa's ſiſter 
Shall ſhake your throne, and make the name of Hengih, 
The famous, the victorious name of Hengiſi, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain. 
King. Ves, my brother, 


There is a remedy, and only one. 


This proud imperious fair, whoſe haughty ſoul 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the earth, 
Who ſoars elate, affects to tread the ſtars, 
And ſcorns to mingle but with thoſe above, 
E'en ſhe, with all that majeſty and beauty, 
The proudeſt and the faireſt of her ſex, 
She has the paſſions of a very woman, 
And doats on thee, my Aribert. 
Ari. On me! 
What means my Lord? Impoſſible ! 
King. Tis true; | 
As true, as that my happineſs depends 
Upon her love to thee. My faithful Secyãrid 


Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt heart, 


And found thee reigning there. 
Ari. Then all is plain: 
My ſwelling heart heaves at the wrongs you do me, 
And will not be repreſt. Some fend from hell 
Has ſhed his poiſon in your royal breaſt, | 
And ſtung you with the gnawing canker, e 
But wherefore ſhould I ſeek for fiends from hell, 
And trace the malice of the thought from far, 
Since the perfidious author ſtands confeft i ? 
This villain has traduc'd me. 
Seo. By the foul 
Of your victorious father, royal Hengiſt, 
My ever-gracious, ever-honour'd maſter, 
Much have you wrong'd your faithful Seof+:d, 
To think that I would. kindle wrath betwixt you, 
Or ſtrive to break your holy bond of brotnerhood. 
King. No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, his well-try'd faith. But caſt thy eyes 
Back on thyſelf, and while I hold t e mirror, 


Survey 
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Survey thy youthful form, by nature faſhion'd 

The moſt unerring pattern of her fall ; 

The pomp of lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er thee, 

And decks thee laviſhly with every grace, 

That charms in woman, or commands in man; 

Behold—nor wonder then if crowns are ſcorn'd, 

Ard purple Majeſty looks vile before thee. 

Asi. Oh! whither, whither would you lead? And 

This prodigality of ill-tim'd praiſe? [why 
Seo. Were you not all my royal maſter faid, 

Form'd to enthral the hearts of the ſoft ſex, 

Yet that ſhe loves 1s plain, from 
Ari. Hence, thou ſycophant ! | 
Seo. Your pardon, Sir; it has not been my office 

To forge a tale, or cheat your ear with flattery, | 

Nor have I other meaning than your ſervice; 

Bat that the Priuceſs loves you is molt true. 

Emma, the chief, moſt favour'd of her women, 

'The only partner of her ſecret ſoul, 

To me avow'd her paſſion; and howe'er 

Her haughty looks reſent the King's delay, 

Yet in her heart with pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 

And would forego, tho' hard to womankind, 

The pride, high place, and dignity of empire, 

To ſhare an humbler fate with princely Aribert. 

King. Why doſt thou turn away? wherefore deform 
The grace and ſweetneſs of thy ſmiling youth, | 
With that ungentle frown ? Art thou not pleas'd 
To ſee the tyrant beauty kneel before thee, 
Diveſted of he. pride, and yield to thee 
Unaſk'd a prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 

The great ones of the earth may ſtrive in arms, 

And empires well be loſt ? | | 
Ari. Are we not brothers? 

We are; and nature form'd us here alike ; 

Save that her partial hand gave all the majeſty 

And greatneſs to my King, ard left me rich 

Only in plainneſs, friendthip, truth, and tenderneſs. 

Then wonder not our paſſions are the ſame ; 

That the ſame objects cauſe our love and hate. 

You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous ſtranger z 

Is not my heart like your's ? | 

King. Come near, my brother ; 


And while I lean thus fondly on thy boſom, 


I will 
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I. will diſcloſe my inmoſt ſoul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret ſorrow there. 
I love, my 4ribert ; I dote to death: : 
The raging flame has touch'd my heart, my brain, 
And madneſs will enſue. | 

Ari. Tis moſt unhappy ! 
But ſay, what royal maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſb court, what fatal beauty 
Can rival Rodogune s imperial charms ? 

King. Tis all a tale of wonder, tis a riddle. 
High on a throne, and royal as I am, 
I want a ſlave's conſent to make me happy. 
Nay more, poſſeſs'd of her I love, or love, 
Or ſome divinity, more ſtrong than love, 
Forbids my bliſs, nor have I yet enjoy'd her. 
Tho? I have taught my haughty heart to bow, 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of birth obſcure, 
And of a race unknown, I oft have offer'd | 
To raiſe her to my throne, make her my Queen ;. 
Yet ſtill her colder heart demes my ſuit, 
And weeping, ſtill ſhe anſwers, Tis in vain. 115 

Ari. Myſterious all, and dark ! Yet ſuch is love, 
And ſuch the laws of his fantaſtic empire. - 
The wanton boy delights to bend the mighty, 
And ſcoffs at the vain wiſdom of the wile. 
Ling. Here in my palace, in this next apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid, 
The charmer of my eyes, my heart's dear hope 
Remains, at once my captive and my Queen. 

Ari. Ha! in your palace! here !—. 

King. E'en here, my brother. 
But thou, thou ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 
As to my other ſelf, I truſt, The cares 
Of Courts, and tyrant buſineſs, draw me hence; 
But Secfrid ſhall itay, and to thy eyes 

Te King ſigus to Seofrid, awho goes out. 

Diſcloſe the ſecret treaſure! Oh! my Aribert, 
Thou wilt not wonder what diſtracts my. peace, 
When thou behold'ſt thoſe eyes. Pity thy brother, 
And from the beach lend him thy friendly hand, 
Left while conflicting with a ſea of ſorrows, 
The proud waves over-bear him, and he periſh. [ther, 
Ari. Judge me, juſt Heaven, and you, my royal 2875 
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If my own life be dear to me as yours. 
All that my ſcanty power can give is yours. 
If I am circumſcrib'd by fate, oh } pity me, 
That I can do no more; for oh! my King, 
] would be worthy of a brother's name, 
Would keep up all my intereſt in your heart, 
That when I kneel before you (as it ſoon 
May happen that I ſhall) when I fall proitrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling aſk a boon, 
The greateſt you can give, or I can aſk, 
I may find favour in that day before you, 
And bleſs a brother's love, that bids me live. 

King. Talk not of aſking, but command my pow'r. 
By Thor, the greateſt of our Saxon Gods, 
I ſwear, the day that fees thee join'd to Rodogune, 
Shall ſee thee crown'd, and partner of my throne. 
Whate'er our arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 
Thine be the pow'r, and mine but half the name. 
With joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 
The wreaths and trophies of the duſty field; 
To thee I leave this nobleſt iſle to ſway, 
And teach the ſtubborn Britons to obey ; | 
While from my cares to beauty I retreat, 
Drink deep the luſcious banquet, and forget } 
That crowns are glorious, or that Kings are great. 1 
| | [ Exit King. 

Manet Aribert. 

Ari. Oh fatal love —curſt unauſpicious flame 
Thy baleful fires blaze o'er us like a comet, 
And threaten diſcord, deſolation, rags, 
And moſt malignant miſchief. —Lov'd by Rodogune 7 
What I !—mnuſt I wed Rodogune /—O miſery \— 
Fantaſtic cruelty of hoodwink'd chance 
There is no end of thought—the labyrinth winds, 
And I am loſt for ever—Oh ! where now, 
Where is my E:helinda now !—that dear one, 
That gently us'd to breathe the ſounds of peace, 
Gently as dews deſcend, or ſlumbers creep ; 
That us'd to brood o'er my tempeſtuous ſoul, 

nd huſh me to a calm. | 

Enter Seofrid and Ethelinda. 

Seo, Thus ſtill to weep, „ 

Is to accuſe my royal maſter's truth. 


* 
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He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt meaning; 
With honour ——— 

Eth, Keep, oh keep him in that thought, 

And ſave me from pollution. Let me know 8 
All miſeries beſide, each kind of ſorrow, 

Ard prove me with variety of pains, 

Whips, racks, and flames: For 1 was born to ſuffer: 
And when the meaſure of, my woes 1s full, 

That power in whom I truſt will ſer me free. 

Ari, It cannot be—No, ?tis allufion all. ¶ Seeing node 
Some mimic fantom wears the lovely form, 

Has learnt the muſic of her voice, to mock me, 
To ſtrike me dead with wonder and with fear. - 

Erb. And do I ſee then! my Lord! my Aribert“ 
What once more hold thee in my trembling arms! 
Here let my days, and here my ſorrows end, 

I have enough of life. 

Seo. Ha! what is this! 

But mark a little farther. | IAae. 
tb. Keep me here, 
Oh bind me to thy breaſt, and hold me faſt; 

For if we part once'more, *twill be for ever. 

It is not to be told what ruin follows. 

Tis more than death, *tis all that we can fear, 

And we ſhall never, never meet again, 

Ari. Then here, thus folded in each other's arms; 

Here, let us here reſolve to die together; 

Defy the malice of our cruel fate, 

And thus preſerve the iacred bond inviolable, 

Which Heaven and love ordain'd to laſt tor ever. 

But 'tis in vain, ?tis torn, tis broke already; 

And envious hell, with its more potent malice, 

Has ruia'd and deform'd the beauteous work of heav'n: 
Elie, wherefore art ihou here! Tell me at once, 

And ſtrike me to he heart But *tis too plain: 

I read thy wrongs I read the horrid inceſt— 

Seo. Ha! inceſt, ſai} he, inceſt— [ Afrae. 

Eth. Oh! forbear 
The dreadful impious ſousd; I make with horror 
To near it nam? . Guard me, thou gracious Heaven, 
Thou that haſt been my ſuie defence till now, 
Guard me from hell, and that its blaekeſt crime. 

Ari. Ves, ye celeſtial hoſt, ye Saints and Angels, 


She 


Pl 
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She is your care, you miniſters of goodneſs. 
For this bad world is Teagu'd with hell againit her, 
And only you can fave her.—I myſelf, , [To Ethel, 
E'en J am ſworn thy foe, I have undone thee, 
My fondneſs now betrays thee to deſtruction, 
£th. Then all is bad indeed. 
Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not. 

My heedleſs tongue has talk'd away thy life: 
And mark the miniſter of both our fates. 
; [Pointing to Seofrid. 
Mark with what joy he hugs the dear diſcov'ry, 
And thanks my folly for the fatal ſecret : 
Mark how already in his working brain, 
He forms the well-concerted ſcheme of miſchief : 
"Tis fix'd, ?tis done, and both are doom'd to death 
And yet there is a pauſe If graves are ſilent, 
And the dead wake not to moleſt the living, 
Be death thy portion—die, and with thee die 
The knowledge of our loves. | 

| Aribert catches hold f Seofrid with ene hand, 

ewith the other draws his word, and holds 

| it to his breaſt. 

Seo, What means my Lord ? ER 

Eth, Oh hold! for mercy's fake reftrain thy hand, 
| | | [Holding his haed. 
Blot not thy innocence with guiltleſs blood. 

What would thy raſh, thy frantic rage intend ? 

Ari. Thy ſafety and my own 

Eth. Truſt 'em to Heaven, | 

Seo. Has then my hoary head deſerv'd no better, 
Than to behold my royal maſter's ſon | 
Lift up his armed hand againſt my life ? 

Oh Prince, oh wherefore burn your eyes, and why, 
Why is your ſweeteſt temper turn'd to fury? 

Ari. Oh thou haſt ſeen, and heard, and known too 
Haſt pry'd into the ſecret of my heart, much; 
And found the certain means of my undoing. | 

Seo. Where is the merit of my former lite, 

The try'd experience of my faithful years! 
Are they forgot, and can I be that villain! 5 

Ari. Thou wert my father's old, his faithful ſervant. 
Seo. Now by thy life, our empire's other hope, 

C royal youth, I itwear my heart bleeds for thee ; * 
Xe: can this object of thy fond deſire, 
I his lovely weeping fair be dearer to thee, 


Than 
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Than thou art to thy faithful Seid. 
I faw thy love, I heard thy tender ſorrows, 
With ſomewhat like an anxious father's pity, 
With cares and with a thoufand fears for thee. 
Ari. What! is it poflible ! | 
Seo. Of all the names | 
Religion knows, point the moſt ſacred out, 
And let me ſwear by that. 
Ari. I would believe thee. 
Forgive the madneſs of my firſt deſpair, 


[ Letting fall his fword. 


And if thou haſt compaſſion, ſhow it now; 

Be now that friend, be now that father to me, 
Be now that guardian-angel which I want, | 
Have pity on my youth, and fave my love. 


Seo. Firſt then, to ſtay theſe ſudden guſts of paſſion 


That hurry you from rcaton, reſt aſſur d | 
The ſecret of your love lives with me only. 
The dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten you 
Vet, would you truſt you to your old man's care, 
I durſt be bold to warrant yet your ſafety. 
Art. Perhaps the ruling hand of Heaven is in it; 
And working thus unſeen by ſecond cauſes, | . 
. Ordains thee for its inſtrument of good, 
To me, and to my love. Then be it ſo, 
I truſt thee with my life; but oh! yet more. 
I truſt thee with a treaſure that tranſcends 
To infinite degrees the life of Aribert; 
J truſt thee with the partner of my foul, 
My wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the trueſt, 
That ever wore the name. | 
Seo. Now bleflings on you—— , 
May peace of min and mutual joys attend 
To crown your fair affections. May the ſorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, 
And a long train of ſmiling years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt. 
Ari. It was my chance, | 
On that diſtinguiſh'd day when valiant Flavian, 
A name renown'd among the Britiſb chiefs, 
Fell by the ſwords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reſcue this his daughter from the violence 


Of the fierce ſoldiers rage. Nor need I tell thee, 


For 
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For thou thyſelf behold'ſt her, that I lov'd her, 
Lov'd her and was belov'd; our meeting hearts 
Conſented ſoon, and marriage made us one. 
Her holy faith and Chriſtian croſs, oppos'd 
Againſt the Saxon Gods, join'd with the mem'ry 
Of the dread King my father's fierce command, 
Urg'd me to ſeek my Ethelinaa's ſafety, 
And hide her from the world. Juſt to my wiſh, 
Beneath the friendly covert of a wood, | 
Cloſe by whoſe ſide the ſilver Medway ran, 
I found a little, pleaſant, _— cottage, 
A manſion fit for innocence and love, 
Had bur a guard of angels dwelt around it 
To keep off violence but forc'd from thence 
By whom betray'd Why I behold her here 
There I am loſt 

Eth. There my ſad part begins. 
It was the ſecond morn fince thou had'ſt left me, 
When through the wood I took my uſual way, 
To ſeek the coolneſs of the well-ſpread ſhade 
That overlooks the flood. On a ſere branch, 
Low bending to the bank, I fat me down, 
Muſing and ſtill ; my hand ſuſtain'd my head, 
My eyes were fix'd upon the paſſing ſtream, | 
And all my thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee ; 
When ſudden through the woods a bounding ſtag | 
Ruſh'd headlong down, and plung'd amid'ſt the river. 
Nor far behind, upon a-foaming horſe, 
There follow'd hard a man of royal port, | 
I roſe, and would have ſought the thicker wood ; 
But while I hurry'd on my haſty flight, 
My heedleſs feet deceiv'd me, and I fell. 
Strait leaping from his horſe, he rais'd me up. 
Surpr1z'd and troubled at the ſudden chance, 
I begg*d he would permit me to retire ; 
But he, with furious, wild, diſorder'd looks, 
His eyes and glowing viſage flaſhing flame, 
Swore *twas impoſſible; he never would, 
He could not leave me; with ten thouſand ravings, 
The diftates of his looſer rage. At length 
He ſeiz'd my trembling hand: I ſhrick'd and call'd 
To Heav'n for aid, when in a luckleſs hour, 


Your faithful ſervants, Adelmar and Kenwald, ; 


Came 
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Came up, and loft their lives in my defence. 
Ari. Where will the horror of my tale have end? 
Eth. The furious King (for ſuch I found he was) 
By three attendants join'd, bore me away, 
Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my fears. 

Since then, a wretched captive, I deplore 

Our common woes ; for mine, I know, are thine, 
Ari. Witneſs the ſorrows of the preſent hour, 

The fears that rend ev'n now my lab'ring heart, 

For thee, and for myſelf. And yet, alas! 

What are the preſent ills, compar'd to thoſe 

That yet remam behind, for both to ſuffer? 

Think where thy helpleſs innocence is lodg'd ? 

The rage of lawleſs pow'r, and burning luft, 

Are bent on thee ; 'tis Hell's important cauſe, 

And all its blackeſt fiends are arm'd againit thee. 
Eth. Tis terrible! my fears are mighty on me, 

And all the coward woman trembles in me. 

But oh! when hope and never-failing faith 

Revive my fainting ſoul, and lift my thoughts 

Up to yon' azur ſky, and burning lights above, 
; Methinks I read my ſafety written there; 
Methinks I ſee the warhke hoſt of Heav'n 
Radiant in glitt'ring arms, and beamy gold, 
The great Angelic pow'rs go forth by bands, 
To ſuccour truth and innocence below. 

Hell trembles at the ſight, and hides its head 

In utmoſt darkneſs, while on earth each heart, 

Like mine, is fill'd with peace and joy unutterable, 
Seo. Whatever Gods there be, their care you are. 

Nor let your gentle breaſt harbour one thought 

Of outrage from the King: His noble nature, 
} Tho' warm, tho? fierce,” and prone to ſudden paſſions, 
| Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent rage 

Ebbs out, and cooler reaſon comes again. 
Should he (which all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 

| Urg'd by his love, ruth on to impious force, 

If that ſhould happen, in that laſt extreme, 

| On peril of my life I will aſſiſt you, 

T7 And you ſhall find your ſafety in your flight. 

| Ari. Oh guard her innocence, let all thy care 
| Be watchful, to preſerve her from diſhonour. 

i beo. Reſt on my diligence. and caution ſafe. 
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Ere twice the ruler of the day return, 

To gild the chalky cliffs on Brirain's ſhore, 
Some favourable moment ſhall be found, 
'To move the King, your royal brother's heart, 
With the ſad tender ſtory of your loves. | 
Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward ſorrows 
With well-difſembled neceſſary ſmiles; 

Let the King read compliance in your looks, 
A free and ready yielding to his wiſhes. 

At preſent, to prevent his doubts, *twere fit 
That you ſhould take a haſty leave, and part. 

Erh. What! mult we part? 

Seo. But for a few ſhort hours, 

That you may meet in joy, and part no more. 

Ari. Oh fatal ſound! Oh grief unknown *till now! 

While thou art preſent my ſad heart ſeems lighter; 
I gaze, and gather comfort from thy beauty ; 
Thy gentle eyes ſend forth a quick*ning ſpirit, 
And feed the dying lamp of life within me; 

But oh! when thou art gone, and my fond. eyes 
Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in vain, 
What pow'r, what angel ſhall ſupply thy place, 
Shall help me to ſupport my ſorrows then, 

And fave my ſoul from death ? 

Eth, My life! my Lord! | 
What would my heart fay to thee !—but no more 
Oh lift thy eyes up to that holy pow'r, | 
Whoſe wond'rous truths, and Majeſty divine, 

Thy Etchelinda taught the firſt to know; 

There fix thy faith, and triumph o'er the world: 

For who can help, or who can fave beſides? * 
Does not the deep grow calm, and the rude North 
Be huſh'd at his command? thro? all his works, 

Does not his ſervant Nature here his voice? 

Hear and obey ? Then what is impious man C 
That we ſhould fear him, when Heav'n owns our cauſe? 
That Heav'n, ſhall make my Aribert its care, 

Shall to thy groans and ſighings lend an ear, 

And fave thee in the moment of deſpair. 

Ari. Oh! thou haſt touch'd me with the ſacred theme, 
And my cold heart is kindled at thy flame; 
An active hope grows buſy in my breaſt, 
And ſomething tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. 

| Like 
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Like thine, my eyes the ftarry thrones purſue, 
And Heav'n diſclos'd ſtands open to my view; 
And ſee the guardian- angels of the good, 
Reclining ſoft on many a golden cloud, 

To earth they ſeem their gentle heads to bow, - 
And pity what we ſuffer here below; 
But oh! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 
Joy in thy joys, and for thy ſorrows mourn : 

hee, oh my love, 'their common care they make. 

Me to their kind protection too they take, 
And ſave me for my Etbelinda's fake. 


| 


Exeunt, 


J III. 
Enter Seofrid. 


Seo. "HAT is the boaſted Majeſty of Kings, 

W Their godlike greatneſs, if their fate de- 
Upon that meaneſt of their paſſions, Love ? [pend 
The pile their warlike fathers toil'd to raiſe, 

To raiſe a monument of-deathleſs fame, 
A woman's hand o'er-turns. 'The cedar thus, 
That lifted his aſpiring head to Heav'n, 
Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding axe, 
Is made the prey of worms; his root deſtroy'd, 
1 He ſinks at once to earth, the mighty ruin, 
| And triumph of a wretched inſect's pow'r. 
Is there a remedy in human wiſdom, 
My mind has left unſought, to help this evil ? 
I would preſerve *em both, the royal brothers; 
Bnt if their fates ordain that one muſt fall, 
Then let my maſter ſtand. This Chriſtian woman— 
Ay, there the miſchief comes What are our Gods, 
| That they permit her to defy their pow'r? 
But that's not much, let their prieſts look to that, 
Were ſhe but well remuy'd—But then the King 
Why, abſence, bus'neſs, or another face, 
A thouſand things may cure him—would *twere done, 
And my head ſafe— I' hat! let me look to that 
But ſee the huſband comes !—ha!—not ill thought, 


It 
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It ſhall be kg. erer 
Ig "Enter Aribert. 
Ari. Still to this place | 

My heart inclines, ſtill hither turn'my eyes, 

Hither my feet unbidden find their way. 

Like a fond mother from her dying babe 

Forc'd by officious friends and ſervants care, 

1 linger at the door, and wiſh to know, _ 

Yet dread to hear the fate of what I love. 

Oh Seofrid! doſt thou not wonder much, 

And pity my weak temper, when thou ſeeſt me 

Thus in a moment chang'd from hot to cold, 

My active fancy glowing now with hopes, 

Anon thus drooping ; death in my 88 viſage, 

My heart, and my chill veins, all freezing with deſpair? 
Seo. I bear an equal portion of your forrows, | 

Your fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, 

J would partake your hopes; but y cold age, 

Still apt to doubt the worſt. 
Ari, What doſt thou doubt? Tfeartd, 
Seo. Nay! nothing worſe than what we both have 
Ari. How! nothing !—ſpeak thy fear. 

Seo. Why nothing new. 2 

The King——that's all. 

Ari. The King!—Oh chat” s too much! 

And yet—yet there is more, I read it plain 

In thy dark ſullen viſage—like a ſtorm 

That gathers black upon the frowning ſky, 

And grumbles in the wind—But let it come, 

Let the whole tempeſt burſt upon my head, 

Let the fierce lightning blaſt,” the thunder rive me; ; 

For oh tis ſure tlie fear of re 11 come, 

Does far tranſcend the paitly | 
Seo. Vou feat too Toon, * FR 

And fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 

I do not ſay that what may happen, will; 

Chance often'mocks what wiſely we foreſee. | 

Beſides, the ruling Gods are over all, 

And order as: they pleaſe their world below. 

The King, tis tr ue, is noble but impetuous; 

And love, or call it by the coarſer name, | 

Luſt, is, of all the frailties of our nature, | 

What moſt we ought to fear ; the heauſtrong beaſt 
Vor, II. F Rufes 
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Ruſhes along, impatient for the courſe, 
Nor hears rider's call, nor feels the rein. 

Ari. What would'ſt thou have me think? 

Seo. Think of the worſt, 

Vour better fortune will arrive more 5 
To ſpeak then with that openneſs of heart 
That f ſhould deſerve your truſt, J have my fears. 
What if, at ſome dead hour of night, the King 
Intend a viſit to your weeping Princeſs ? 

Ari. Ha . 

Seo. He may go, tis true, with a ſe. 
Suppoſe her 7 BE into a downy ſlumber, 182 
Her beating heart juſt tir'd, and gone to reſt: 
Methinks I ſee her on her couch repos'd, 

The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded innocence z 
With gentle heavings riſe her ſnowy breaſts, 

Soft ſteals the balmy breath, the roſy hue 

Glows on her cheek, a deep vermilion dies 

Her dewy lip, while. peace and ſmiling joy 

Sit huſh'd and filent on the ſleeping fair. 

Then think what thoughts, invade the gazing King ; : 
Catch'd with the ſudden flame, at once he burns, 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his prey. 

Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the fright, . 

To Aribert's lov'd name in vain ſhe flies; 5 
Shrieking the calls her abſent Lord in vain, 

The King, poſſeſt of all his furious will— 

Ari. Furſt ſink the e raviſher to hell! 
Seize him, ye fiends !—firſt periſh thou and I! 
Let us not hve to hear of ſo much horror. 

'The curſed deed will turn me ſavage wild, 
Blot ev'ry thought of nature from my ſoul. 
A brother !—I will ruſh agd tear his breaſt, 
Be drunk with guſhing bl6od, and glut my vengeance 
With his inceſtuous heart. 

Seo. It is but juſt 
You ſhould be mov'd, for ſure the thought 1s dreadful, 

But keep this ſwelling indignation down, 
And let your cooler reaſon now prevail, 
That. may perhaps find out ſome means of fafety. 

Ari. Talk' ſt thou of ſafety |—we may talk of heaven, 
May gaze with rapture on yon ſtarry regions; 5 
But who ſhall lend us wings to reach their 6 

Impoſlible ! 


Sen. 
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See. There is a way yet left, 
And only one. 
Ari. Ha! ſpeak 
Seo. Her ſudden flight. $35 
Ari. Oh! by what friendly means? Be ſwift to an- 
Nor waſte the precious minutes with delay. [her, 
Seo. The King, now abſent from the palace, ſeems 
To yield a fair occaſion for your wiſhes ; 
A private poſtern opens to my gardens, | 
Thro' which the beauteous captive might remove, 
Till night, and a diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her, 
To fly with ſafety to the Britons camp. 
"Tis true, one danger I might well object 
Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing hopes 
Which thy kind hand has planted in my foul. 
If there be danger, turn it all on me. 
Let my devoted head 
Seo. Nay!—'tis not much, 
*Tis but my life; and I would gladly give it, 
To buy your peace of mind. 
Ari. Alas ! what meanſt thou? 
Seo. Does it not follow plain? ſhall not the King 
Turn all his rage upon this hoary head ? 
Shall not all arts of cruelty be try'd, 
To find out tortures equal to my falſhood ? 
Imagine you behold me bound and ſcourg'd, 
My aged muſcles harrow'd up with whips; 
Or hear me groaning on the rending rack, 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeſt ſenſe 
Of piercing pain ! or ſee me gaſh'd with knives, 
And ſear'd with burning ſteel, till the ſcorch'd marow 
Fries in the bones, and ſhrinking iinews ſtart, 
A ſmeary foam works o'er my grinding jaws, 
And utmoſt _— ſhakes my lab'ring frame: 
For thus it muſt be. | 
Ari. Oh! my friend! my father ! 
It muſt not be, it never can, it ſhall not, 
Woulſt thou be kind, and ſave my £:helinda, 
Leave me to anſwer all my brother's fury, 
The crime, the falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 
Seo. Juſt to my wiſh. [ Aſide. 
Ari. Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 


Thou know'it his own admittance gave me entrance: 
F 2 ; Swear 
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Swear that I ſtole her, that I forc'd her from thee ; 
Frame with thy utmoſt ſkill ſome __ —_. 
And I'll avow it all. 

. __ Seo, Then have you thought 

Upon the danger, Sir? 
Ari. Oh, there is none, 
Can be no danger, while my love is ſafe. 

Seo. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my view. 
When the firſt violence of rage is over, 
The fondneſs of a brother will return, 

And plead your cauſe with nature in his heart ; 
You will, you muſt be ſafe; and yet 'tis hard, 

And grieves me much I ſhould accuſe you to him. 

Ari. Tis that muſt cover the deſign. | But fly, 

Loſe not a minute's time; 

Haſte to remove her from this curſed place : 

My faithful Ofvald ſhall at night attend thee, 

And help to guard her to the Fro camp; 

Thou know'ſt that is not far. | 
Seo. Too near I know it. [ Ade, 
Ari. She has a brother there, the noble Lucius, 

A gallant youth, and dear to brave Ambroſfus; 

To his kind care reſign thy beauteous charge. 

Seo. This inſtant I obey- you. [ Gring, 

, Ari. Half my fears | 

"1 Are over now | | 

0 Seo. One ching I had folpbt?” T 

| It will import us much, that you ſhould ſeem 
| Inclin'd to meet the love of haughty Rodogune : 
jo T will coſt you but a little courtly flattery, 
A kind reſpectful look, join'd with a ſigh, 
A few ſoft tender words, that mean juſt nothing, 
Vet win moſt womens” hearts. But fee ſhe comes, 
Conſtrain your temper, Sir; be falſe, and meet her 

With her own ſex's arts; purſue your taſk, 

And doubt not all ſhall proſper to your wiſh, 

Exit Seofrid. 
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| Aribert /olzs. | 
. She comes indeed! Now where hall I begin, 
How ſtiall 1 teach my tongue to frame a language 
So diff” rent from my heart? Oh Erhelinda! ?- 
My heart was made to fit and pair with thine, - 
ji 1 and plain, and fraught with artleſs —_—_— A 
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Form'd to receive one love, and only one, 
But pleas'd and proud, and dearly ford of that, 
It knows not what there can be in variety, 
And would not if it could. 
| Enter Rodogune. 
Rod. Why dol ſtay, | 
Why linger thus within this hated place, 
Where every obje& ſhocks my loathing eyes, 
And calls my injur'd glory to remembrance? him! 
The King !—the wretch ! but wherefore did I name 
Find out, my ſoul, in thy rich ſtore of ought, 8 
Somewhat more great, more worthy of thyſelf: 
Or let the mimic fancy ſhe its art, | + 
And paint ſome pleaſing image to delight me. | 
Let beauty mix with majeſty and youth, 
Let manly grace be temper'd well with ſoftneſs ; 
Let love, the God himſelf, adorn the work, 
And I will call the charming fantom, Aribert. 
Oh Venus /—whither—whither would I wander! 
Be huſht, my tongue—ye Gods !—tis he himſelf. — 
; [ Seeing Aribert. 
Ari. When, faireſt Princeſs, you avoid our court, 
And lonely thus from the full pomp retire, 
Love and the graces follow to your ſolitude : 
They crowd to form the ſhining circle round you, 
And all the train ſeems your's ; while purple Majeſty, 
And all thoſe outward ſhows which we call greatneſs, 
Languiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſaken, 
And draw the wond'ring gazer's eyes no more. 
Rod. The Courtier's art is meanly known in Britain, 
If yours preſent their ſervice, and their vows, 
At any ſhrine but where their maſter kneels. 
You know your brother pays not his to me, 
Nor would I that he ſhould. 
Ari. The hearts of Kings 
Are plac'd, 'tis true, beyond their ſubjects ſearch; 
Yet might I judge by love's or reaſon's rules, 
Where ſhall my brother find on earth a beauty, 
Like what I now behold ? : 
Kod. That you can flatter, 
Js common to your ſex ; you ſay indeed, 
| We women love it—and perhaps we do. 
| Fools that we are, we know that you dece've uz, 


And 
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And yet, as if the fraud were pleaſing to us, 
And our undoing joy ſtill you go on, 
And ftill we hear you—But, to change the theme, 
I'll find a fitter for you than my beauty.— 

Ari. Then let it be the love of royal Heng. 

Rod. The King, your brother, could not chooſe an ad 
Whom I would ſooner hear on any ſubject, [ vocate, 
Bating that only one, his love, than you; 
Tho? you perhaps (for ſome have wond'rous arts) 
Could ſoften the harſh ſound. The ſtring that jars, 
When rudely touch'd, ungrateful to the ſenſe, 
With pleaſure feels the maſter's flying fingers, 
Swells into harmony, and charms the hearers. 

Ari, Then hear me ſpeak of love. 

Rod. But not of his. | | 

Ari, "Tis true, I ſhould not grace the ſtory much, 
Rude and unſkilful in the moving paſſion, 
1 ſhould not paint its flames with equal warmth ; 
Strength, life, and glowing colours would be wanting, 
And languid nature ſpeak the work imperfect. 

Rod. Then happ'ly yet your breaſt remains untouch'd; 
Tho that ſeems ſtrange ; you've ſeen the court of Br 
There, as I oft have heard, imperial beauty [tazn; 


Reigns in its native throne, like light in heaven; 
Whale all the fair ones of the * Ring world, 
With ſecond luſtre meanly ſeeem to ſhine, 
The faint reflections of the glory there. 

Ari, If e'er my heart incline to thoughts of love, 
Methinks I ſhould not (though perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle paiſion join'd 
With pomp and greatneſs : Courts may boaſt of beauty, 
But love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt them. 

Rod. Then courts are wretched. 

Ari. So they ſeem to love. 
From pride, from wealth, from buſineſs, and from pow'r, 
Loathing he flies, and ſeeks the peaceful village; 
He ſeeks the cottage in the tufted grove, - 
The ruſſet fallows, and the verdant lawns, 
'The clear cool brook, and the deep woody glade, 
Bright winter fires, and ſummer evening's ſuns ; 
Theſe he prefers to gilded roofs and crowns ; 
Here he delights to pair the conftant ſwain, 
Wich the ſweet, unaffected, yielding maid ; 
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Here is his empire, here his choice to reign, 


Here, where he dwells with innocence and truth. b 
Rod. To minds, which know no better, theſe are joys; 
But Princes, ſure, are born with nobler thoughts. 
Love is in them a flame that mounts to heaven, 
And ſeeks its ſource divine, and kindred ſtars; 
That urges on the mortal man to dare, 
Kindles the vaſt defires of glory in him, 
And makes ambition's ſacred fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howe'er your tongue diſguiſe your heart, 
Have meaner hopes than theſe. 
Ari. Mine have been ſtill 
Match'd with my birth; a younger brother's hopes. 
Red, Nay, more; methinks I read your future great- 
And, like 2 bard inſpir'd, I could foretel neſs; 
What wondrous things our Gods reſerve for you. 
Perhaps, e'en now, your better ſtars are join'd ; 
Auſpicious love and fortune now conſpire, 
At once to crown you, and beſtow that greatneſs, 
Which partial nature at your birth deny'd. 
Enter the King, Guards, and other attendants. | 
King. She muit; ſhe ſhall be found, tho' ſhe be ſunk 
Deep to the centre, tho? eternal night 
Spread wide her ſable wing, to ſhade her beauties, 
And ſhut me from her ſight. But ſay, thou traitor 3 
Thou that haſt made the name of friendſhip vile, 
And broke the bonds of duty and of nature, . 
Where haſt thou hid thy theft ?—So young, ſo falſe— 
Have I not been a father to thy youth, 
And lov'd thee with a more than brother's love? 
And am I thus repaid ?—But bring her forth, 
Or by our Gods thou dy'ſt. 
Rod. What means this rage? [ Aide. 
Ari. Then briefly thus; You are my King and bro- 
The names which moſt | reverence on earth, [ther, 
And fear offending moſt. Yet to defend 
My honour and my love from violation, 
O'er every bar reſiſtleſs will 1 ruſh, 
And, in deſpite of proud tyrannic power, 
Seize and aſſert my right. | | 
King. What thine ! thy right! 
Riddles and tales. | 
Ari. Mine by the deareſt tie, 
By holy marriage mine, ſhe is my wife. 
F 4 Rod. 
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Rod. Racks, tortures, madneſs, ſeize me l oh! con- 
fufion 1 8 ; | 3 ; 1 Alide. 
Ari. I ſee thy heart ſwells, and thy flaming viſage 
Reddens with rage at this unwelcome truth; 14.3 
But ſince 1 know my Etheliuda ſafe, 17 
I have but little care for what may happen. 
To-morrow may be Heaven's—or your's to take, 
If this day be my laſt, wzy farewel life; | 
I hold it well beitow'd for her I love. 155 
Rod, May ſorrow, ſhame, and ſickneſs overtake her; 
And all her beauties, like my hopes, be blaſted. [ Aide. 
King. So brave! but I ſhall find the means to tame 
To make thee curſe thy folly, curſe thy love, [you, 
And to the dreadful Gods, who reign beneath, 
Devote thy fatal bride. She is a Chriſtian ;. 
Remember that, fond boy, and then remember 
That facred vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proftrate at Wagen's altar, and invoking _, 
With ſolemn Runzck rites, our country's gods, 
Thou mad'ſt in preſence of our royal father. 
Ari. Yes, I remember well the impious oath, 
_ Hardly extorted from my trembling youth ; _ 
When burning with miſguided zeal, the King 
CompelFd my knee to bend before his Gods, 
And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not. 
King. Now by the honours of the Saxon race, 
A long and venerable line of heroes, 
I ſwear thou art abandon'd, loſt to honour, 
And fall'n from every great and godlike thought. 
Some whining coward prieſt has wrought upon thee, 
And drawn thee from our brave forefathers faith, 
Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and brother. 
Afri. Tis much beneath my courage and my truth, 
To borrow any mean diſguiſe from falſhood. 
Ne !—tis my glory that the Chriſtian light 
Has dawn'd, like day, upon my darker mind, - 
And taught my foul the nobleſt uſe of reaſon ; 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know, 
That vaſt eternal fountain of her being; 
Ahen warm with indignation, to deſpiſe _ | 
The things you call our country's Gods, to ſcorn. | 
And trample on their ignominious altars.  [ Gods; 4 
King. Tis well, Sir—impious boy !—Ye Saxen | 
And thou, oh royal Heugili, whole dread will 1 
50 
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And injur'd Majeſty Know aſſert, 

Hear, and be preſent to my juſtice, hear me, 

While thus I vow to your offended Deities 

This traitor's life; he dies, nor ought en cart? 

Saves his devoted head. One to the prieſts : ; 
011 TORS I To the attendants. 

Bid them be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody akars 

With every circuſtance of tragic pomp : 

To-day a royal victim bleeds upon them. 

Rich ſhall the ſmoak and ſteaming gore aſcend, 

To glut the vengeance of our angry Gods. 
Rod. At once ten thouſand racking paſſions tear me, 

And my heart heaves as it would burit my boſom. 

Oh can I, can I hear him doom'd to death, 

Nor ſtir, nor breathe one ſingle ſound to ſave him? 

It will not be—and my fierce haughty ſchul, 

Whate'er ſhe ſuffers, ſtill diſdains to bend, 

To ſue to the curſt, hated tyrant Kings 

Oh love! oh glory! Would'ſt chou ſie thus tamely ? 

*> [To Aribert. 

Is life ſo ſmall a thing, ſo mean a boon, 

As is not worth the aſking - Thou art filent ? 

Wilt thou not plead for life? —lutreat the tyrant, 

And waken nature in his iron heart. | 
Ari. Lite has ſo little in it good or pleaſing, 

That ſince it ſeems not worth a brother's care, 

Tis hardly worth my aſking. | 
King. Seize him, guards, 

And bear him to his fate. [ Guards ſoeize Aribert. 
Rod. Yet, Hengiſt, know, : 

If thou ſhalt dare to touch his precious life, 

Know that the Gods and Rodogune prepare 

The ſharpeſt ſcourges of vindictive war. 

Fly where thou wilt, the ſword ſhall ſtill puriue - 

With vengeance, to a brother's murder due. 

Driv'n out from man, and mark'd for publick ſcorn, 

Thy raviſh'd ſceptre vainly ſhalt thou mourn.. - 

And when at length thy wretched life ſhall ceaſe, - 

When in the filent grave. thou hop' for peace: 

Think not the grave ſhall hide thy hated head! 

Still, fil} I will purſue thy fleeting ſhade; | 

J curs'd thee living, and will plague thee dead. 


[Exit Rodogune. 
1 King. 
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King. On to the temple with him: Let her rave, 
And propheſy ten thoniand thouſand horrors ; 
I could join with her now, and bid *em come ; 
They fit the preſent fury of my ſoul. 


The ſtings of love and rage are fix'd within, 


And drive me on to madneſs. Earthquakes, whirlwinds, 


A general wreck of nature now would pleaſe me. 


For oh! not all the driving wintry war, 

When the ſtorm groans and bellows from afar, 

When through the gloom the glancing lightnings fly, 
Heavy the rattling thunders roll on high, 1 
And ſeas and earth mix with the duſky ſky ; J 
Not all thoſe warring elements we fear, | 

Are equal to the * tempeſt here; 

Fierce as the thoughts w..*'ch mortal man control, 
When love and rage contend, and tear the lab'ring ſoul. 


[ Exeunt. 
End of the third Act. 
\ | | 


Ar 


The SCENE is a Temple adorned according to the ſuper- 
ftition of the ancient Saxons ; in the middle are placed 
their three principal idols, Thor, Woden, and Freya. 


 Mifge is heard at a diflance; as of ihe Prieſts preparing 


for the ſacrifice. Then 
: Enter Aribert. | 
Ari. k LL night the bloody prieſts, a dreadful band, 


Have watch'd intent upon their horrid rites, 
With many a dire and execrable pray'r 
Calling the fiends beneath, the ſullen Demons, 
That dwell in darkueſs deep, and foes to man, 
Delight in wreaking ſtreams of human gore. 
Now huddled on a N they murmur'd hoarſe, 
And hifling whiſper'd round their myſtic charms; 
And now, as if by ſudden madneſs ſtruck, 5 
With ſcreaming ſhrill they ſhook the vaulted roof, 
And vex'd the ſtill, the filent, ſolemn midnight. 
Such ſare in everlaſting flames below, | | _ 
: Such 


THE ROYAL CONVERT. 107 


Such are the groans of poor lamenting ghoſts, 
And ſuch the howlings of the laſt deſpair. 
Anon to ſounds of woe, and magic ſtrings, 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtic meaſures round ; 
Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly viſages 
On me, and yelling, thrice they cry'd out, Aribert! 
I have endur'd their horrors—And-at-lengtn 
See ! the night wears away, and chearful morn, 
All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſy eaſt; 
Fair nature ſeems reviv'd, and:e'en my heart 
Gits light and jocund at the day's return, 
And fearleſs waits an end of all its ſufferings. 
Enter one of the guards, he delivers a letter to Aribert. 
Guard. From Ofwald this, on peril of my life 
I have engag'd to render to your hands. [ Exit. 
| | Aribert reads. 

Seofrid has been juſt to his word ; he has deliver'd 
the fair Ethelinda to my charge: We have hap- 
pily paſſed all the guards, and hope in two hours 

to reach the Britons camp. 
= hs From your faithful Oiwald. 
Then thou haſt nothing left on earth, my ſoul, 
Worthy thy farther care. Why do I ſtay, 
Why linger then, and want my Heav'n ſo long? 
To live is to continue to be wretched, 
And robs me of a great and glorious death. 
Enter Rodogune with an Officer, be ſpeaks to her entering, 
OH. Thus Ofa to his beauteous titer ſends: | 
Depend upon a brother's love and care, | 
To further all your wiſh. | 
| Rod. Tis well! be near, [Ex. Offer. 
And wait my father order. See! my heart, 
See there thy deareſt choice, thy fond deſire, 
See with how clear a brow, what chearful grace, 
With all his native ſweetneſs undifturb'd, | 
The noble youth attends his harder fate, 
came to join my friendly grief with your's, | 
| | Boe 3 11 [ To Aribert. 
To curſe your tyrant brother, and deplore- 
Your youthful hopes, thus all untimely blaſted : 
But you, I ſee, have learnt to ſcorn your danger: 
You wear a face of triumph, not of mourning :. 
Has death fo little in it? 
1 6 Ari, 
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Sinks to his pillow and forgets his pain. 
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Ari. Oh! *tis nothing, 
To minds that weigh it well: The SO fear it, 
And yet they know not why: Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful land as yet 
Turn back again, to tell us tis a pain. 
To me it ſeems like a long with'd for happineſs, 
Beyond what ev'n our expectation paints; 
Tis comfort to the ioul, tis peace, ?tis reſt; 
It comes like ſlumber to the ſick man's eyes. 
Burning and reſtleſs with a fever's rage, 
All night he toſſes on his weary bed; 
He tells the tedious minutes as they paſs, 
And- turns, and turns, and ſeeks for eaſe in vain: 
But if, at morning's dawn, ſweet ſleep falls on him, 
Think with what pleaſure he reſigns his ſetiſes, 


| Red. Perhaps it may be ſuch a ſtate of indolence; 
But ſure the active foul ſhould therefore fear it. 
The Gods have dealt unjuſtly. with their ue, 
If barely they beſtow a wretched being, 
And ſcatter not ſome pleaſures with the pain, 
To make it worth their keeping. Is chere . 
Could make you wiſh to lv? 

Ari. Oh! yes, there is; | 135 
There. is a- bleſling . I coutd with to e 3 31 
To live, for years, for ages to enjoy it: 
But far, alas! divided from my arms, 
It leaves the world a wilderneſs Neuer wakes 
With nothing worth deſiring. A 

Rod. Dull and cold? | 
Or cold at leaſt to me, dull, dull bene | sue. 
What if ſome pitying pow'r look down from Heav'n, 
And kindly. viſit your afflicted fortunes ?. 
What if it ſend ſome unexpected aid, 
dome gen'rous heart, and ſome prevailing hand, 
Willing to ſave, and mighty to defend, 


Who from the gloomy confines of the graue, 


Timely ſhall ſnatch, {hall bring you back to life, 
And raiſe you up to empire and to love? 21 550 
Ari. The wretched have few ne at lead on earth: 
Then what have I to hope? | 
Rod. Hope ev'ry thing 
moe all that merits ſuch as yours may . © 
1 
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Such as commands the world, exacts their homage, 
And makes ev'n all the good and brave your friends. 

- Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to flatter err 2 
T' enrich ſo fall'n, ſo loſt a thing as I am, | 
With the ſweet breath of praiſe ? So pious virgins 
Rob the whole ſpring to make their garlands fine, 
Then hang 'em on a ſenſeleſs marble-tomb. 

Rod. A burning purple fluſhes o'er my face, 

And ſhame forbids my tongue, or I would ſay, 

That I Oh Aribert .I am thy friend. 5 1 
Yet wherefore ſhould I bluſh to own the thoughRt? 
For who? who would not be the friend of Aribert: 

Ari, Why is this wond'rous goodneſs loit on me? 
Why is this bounty laviſh'd on a bankrupt, | 
Who has not left another hour of life | 
To pay the mighty debt? of. 

Rod. Oh! let me yet, - 
Yet add to it, and ſwell the ſum yet! higher; ; 

Nor doubt but fate ſhall find the means to pay its 
Know then that I have paſs'd this hve-long night 
Sleepleſs and anxious, with my cares for thee; 

The Gods have ſure approv d the pious thought, 
And crown'd it with ſucceſs. Since I have gain'd 
Alfred, the chief of mighty J'oaen's prieſts, 

To find a certain way for thy eicape. + | - 

One of the ſacred habits is at gaand 
Prepar'd för thy diſguiſe, the holy man \ 
Attends to guide thee to my brother's camp: 
Myſelf— Oh! yet lie ſtill my beating 8 [ji 
Whatever dangers chance, myſelf will be 

The partner and the guardian of thy — +9345 

Ari. Now what return to make Oh let me. fink, 
With all theſe warring, thoughts together in me, 

Bluſhing to earth, and hide the vaſt confuſion. 

Red. Ye Gods! he anſwers not, but hangs his head 
In ſullen ſilence: ſee! he turns away, 

And bends his gloomy viſage to the earth. y 

To what an 1 betray'd! Oh ihame |. dihoace | T6 
And more than woman's weakneſs | he has ſeen me, 
Seen my fond heart, and ſcorns the eaſy prize. 

Blaſt me, ye lightnings, ſtrike me to the centre, 
Drive, drive me down, down to the depths beneath; 
Let me not live, nor chink let n me not think, 


For 
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For I have been deſpis'd—ten thouſand thouſand, - 

And yet ten thouſand curſes ——oh my folly ! | 
Ari. Thus let me fall, thus lowly to the earth, [ Knzel- 

In humble adoration of your goodneſs; Ling. 

Thus with my lateſt accents breathe your name, 

And bleſs you ere I die. Oh Redogune, 

Fair royal maid ! to thee be all thy wiſhes. 

Content and everlaſting peace dwell with thee, 

And ev'ry joy be thine— Nor let one thought 

Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Aribert 

Remain behind, to call a ſudden ſigh, 

Or ſtain thee with a tear. Behold 1 go, 

Doom'd by eternal fate, to my long reſt; 

Then let my name too die, . fink to oblivion, 

And ſleep in ſilence with me in the grave. 

Kad. Hott thou not with to live ? 

Ari, I cannot. 

Rod. Why? © 
Behold I give thee life, 

Ari. And therefore—Oh! 

Therefore I cannot take it. I dare die. 
But dare not be oblig'd. I dare not owe 
What I can never render back. ew 

Rod. Confuſion ! 5 | 15 
Is then the bleſſing, life, become a curſe, 

When offer'd to thee by my baleful hand? 

Ari. Oh, no! for you are all that's good and gracious; 
Nature, that makes your ſex the joy of ours, c 
Made you the pride of both; ſhe gave you ſweetneſs, 
So mix' d with ſtrength, with majeſty fo rais' d, 

To make the willing world confeſs your empire, 

And love, while they obey. Nor ſtay'd ſhe there, 

But te the body fitted ſo the mind, 

As each were faſhion'd ſingly to excel, 

As if fo fair a form diſdain'd to harbour 

A ſoul leſs great, and that great ſoul could find 

Nothing ſo like the Heav'n from whence it came, 
As that fair form to dwell in. 

Rea. Soothing ſounds! —" __ | 
Delightful flattery from him we love; HAlae. 
But what are theſe to my impatient hopes ! 

Ari. Yet wherefore ſhould this mighty maſs of wealth 
Be vainly plac'd before my wond' ring eyes, | 
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Since I muſt ne'er poſſeſs it, fince my heart, 

Once giv'n, can ne'er return, can know no name 

But Ethelinda, only Ethelinda ? 

Fix'd to its choice, and obſtinately conſtant, 

It liſtens not to any other call. 

So rigid hermits, that forſake the world, 

Are deaf to glory, greatneſs, pomps, and pleaſures ; | 
Severe in zeal, and inſolently pious, 

They let attending Princes vainly wait, 

Knock at their cells, and lure them forth in vain. 

Rod. How is ſhe form'd? with what ſuperior grace, 
This rival of my love? What envious God, 

In ſcorn of Nature's wretched works below, 
Improv'd and made her more than half divine ? 
How has he taught her lips to breathe e 
How died her bluſhes with the morning's red, 
And cloath'd her with the faireſt heams of light, 
To make her ſhine beyond me? | 

Ari. Spare the theme. 

Rod. But then her mind! ye Gods, which of you all 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mine? 
What more than heav'nly fire informs the maſs ? 

Has ſhe a ſoul can dare beyond our ſex, 

Beyond ev'n man himſelf, can dare like mine? 

Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſecret ſtings 

Of ſhame and conſcious pride, diſtracting rage, 

And all the deadly pangs of love deſpis'd? | 
Oh no! ſhe cannot, Nature cannot bear it; [weepiog. 
It ſinks ev'n me, the torrent drives me down, 
The native greatneſs of my ſpirit fails, 

Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing thro? my eyes, 

The floods of ſorrow drown my dying voice, 

And I can only call thee——cruel Aribert 

Ari. Oh thou juſt Heav'n, if mortal man may dare 
To look into thy great decrees, thy fate, mo 
Were it not better I had never been, 

Than thus to bring affliction and misfortune, 
Thus curſe what thou hadſt made fo good and fair? 

Red. But fee! the King and cruel prieſts appear, 
Nor can I fave thee now. Thou haſt thy wiſh; | 

[To Aribert. 
But what remains for me? My heart beats faſt, 
And ſwells, tmpatient at the tyrant's ſight. | 
My 
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My blood, erewhile at ebb, now flows again,. 

And with new rage I burn. Since love is loſt, 

Come thou revenge, ſucceed thou to my boſom, 

And reign in all my foul. Ves, I will find her, 

This fatal ſhe, for whom I am deſpis'd. | 

Look thac he be your maſter-piece, ye Gods; 

Let each celeſtial hand ſome grace impart, 

To this rare pattern of your forming art; 

Such may ſhe be, my jealous rage to move, 

Such as you never made 'till now, to prove 

A victim worthy my offended love. Exit. 
Enter at the other door the King, Pries, Guards, and 

: other attendants, | 

King. Haſt thou bethought thee yet, perfidious boy ! 

Wo't thou yet render back thy theft? Confider, 

The precipice is juſt beneath thy feet, 

Tis but a moment, and I puſh thee off, 

To plunge for ever in eternal darkneſs. 

Somewhat like nature has been buſy here, 

And made a ſtruggle for thee in my ſoul; 

Reſtore my love, and be again my brother. | 

Ari. Rage, and the violence of lawleſs paſſion, 
Have blinded your clear reaſon ; wherefore elſe 
This frantic wild demand ! What! ſhould I yield, 


Give up my love, my wife, my Eihelinda, 


To an inceſtuous brother's dire embrace? 
Oh horror ! But to bar the impious thought, 
Know !—Heav'n and brave Ambro/ius are her guard» 
Ere this, her flight has reach'd the Britons camp, 
And found her ſafety there- 

King. Fled to the Britons / vis 7; . 


Oh moſt accurſed traitor ! Let her fly,. 
Far as the early day-ſpring in the eaſt, 


Or to the utmoſt ocean, where the ſun 


Deſcends to other ſkies and worlds unknown ; 

Ev'n thither ſhall my love take wing and follow, 

To ſeize the flying fair. The Brizons———— Gods! 

Shall they withhold her !—Firſt, my arms ſhall ſhake 

Their Iſland to the centre. But for thee, - 

'Think®ft thou to awe me with that fantom, inceſt ? 

Such empty names may fright thy coward ſoul; 

But kyow that mine diſdains em. Bind him ftrait. 
| | | [To the Priefis. 

I wo'not 
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1 wo'not loſe another thought about thee. | To Aribert. 
Begin the rites and dye the hallow'd ſteel : | 
Deep in his Chriſtian blood. The Gods demand him. 

Ari. Why then, no more. But if we meet again. 
As, when the day of great account ſhall come, | 
Perhaps we may, may'ft thou find mercy there, 

More than thou ſhew'ſt thy brother here. Farewel. 

King. Farewel. To death with him, and end the 

.dreamer. | 3 
{The Prieſts bind Aribert, aud lead him to the altar, 
while the folemn muſic is playing. TT 
CORY rh Enter Seofrid. 5 

Seo. Haſte, and break off your unauſpicious rites: 
The inſtant dangers ſummon you away; = 
Deſtruction threatens in our frighted ſtreets, 

And the Gods call to arm. ny 

King. What means the fear 
That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard viſage? 

Speak out, and eaſe this labour of thy ſoul. 

Seo. Oh fly, my Lord; the torrent grows upon us. 
And while I ſpeak we're loſt. Fierce Ofa comes; 
From ev'ry part his crowding enſigns enter, 

And this way waving bend. With idle 
Your ſoldier careleſs ſtands, and bids em paſs; 

Some join, but all refuſe to arm againſt em 
They call 'em friends, companions, and their country- 
A choſen band, led by the haughty Princeſs, [men. 

Imperious Rodogune, move ſwiftly hitner 

To intercept your paſſage to the Palace. 

That only ſtrength is left, then fly to reach it. | 
King. Curſt chance ? but haſte, diſpatch that traitor 

They ſha'not bar my vengeance, e LOTS. 

Seo. Sacred Sir, | | 
Think only on your ſafety. For the Prince, | 
Your crown, but more your love, a thouſand reaſons, 
All urge you to defer his fate ; time preſſes, 

Or I could ſpeak 'em plain. h 
King. Then hear me, Prieſt, 
I give him to thy charge. ; 
Seo. They come, my Lord. [ Showt, 

King. Look to him well; for, by yon' dreadful altars, 

Thy life ſhall pay for his, if he eſcape: 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy ponyard in his boſom, 
And 
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And ſee thy King reveng'd. | 
12 King, Seofrid, guards and attendants. 
Pri. Be chear'd, my Lord, | 
Nor keep one doubt of me; I am your flave. 
The King is fled, and with him all your dangers. 
Fate has reſerv'd you for ſome glorious purpoſe ; 
And ſee, your guardian Goddeſs comes to fave you, 
To break your bonds and make you ever happy. 
Enter Rodogune, ſoldiers and other attendants 
Rod. Well have our arms prevail'd : Behold, he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives. | 
Do I not come witii too officious haſte, [To Aribert. 
Once more to preſs the burden, life upon you? 
To offer with an idiot's importunity, 
The nauſeous benefit you ſcorn'd before? | 
Ari. If I refus'd the bleſſing from your hands, 
Think it not rudely done with ſullen pride; 
Since life and you are two of Heav'n's beſt gifts, 
Yet both ſhould be receiv'd, both kept with honour. 
Red. However live—yes, I will bid thee live, 
No matter what enſues. Fly far away, 
Forget me, blot my name from thy remembrance, 
And think thou ow'ſt me nothing What! in bonds! 
Well was the taſk reſerv'd for me. But thus | 
I break thy chain Would I could break my own. 
| | [ 4frat. 


Enter an Officer. 
Off. A party of our horſe, that late went forth 
To mark the order of the Britons camp, | 
Met in their courſe ſome ſervants of the King ; 
For fo they call*d themſelves. Ours judg'd 'em traitors, 
And would have ſeiz'd as flying to the foe. 
After a ſharp reſiſtance ſome eſcap'd, 
The reſt, for ſo your princely brother wills, 
Without attend your order. | | 
Rod. Let 'em enter. 
A woman! 
Enter Ethelinda, and two attendants guarded. 
Eth. Is there then an end of ſorrows ! 
[ Running to Anbert. 
Has then that cruel chance that long purſu'd me, 
That vext me with her various malice long, 


- Been 
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Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my wiſh, 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful arms ! 
Ari. Oh my foreboding heart! Ok fatal meeting! 
Etb. Why droops my love, my Lord, my Aribert ? 
Why doſt thou ſigh and preſs e? and oh! wherefore, 
Wherefore theſe tears that ſtain thy manly vidage ? 
They told me Heav'n had ftrove for thy dehverance, 
Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great 1 
To ſave thee from thy cruel brother's han | 
Why therefore doſt thou mourn, when thou art bleſt ? 
Or does ſome new affliction wound thee ? Say: 
Perhaps I am the caule. | 
Rod. By all the tortures, | 
The pangs that rend my 12 breaſt, tis ſhe, 
My curſt, my happy rival. See the Siren, 
See how with eager eyes he drinks her charms, 
Mark how he liſtens to her ſweet allurements 
She winds herſelf about his eaſy heart, | 
And melts him with her ſoft enchanting tongue. 
Eth. Wo't thou not anſwer yet? ; 
Ari. Oh Ethelinda! 
Why art thou here? Is this the Britous camp? 
Is Lucius here? Haſt thou a — here, : 
To guard thy helpleſs innocence from wrong 
Eb. Have I a thee ? K 
Ari. Me! What can I do for thee? 
For we are wretched both. 
Rod. I'll doubt no more. 
My jealous heart confeſſes her its foe, 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppoſe her; 
Nor ſhall ſhe triumph o'er me. No, ye Gods! 
If I am doom'd by you to be a wretch, 
She too ſhall ſuffer with me. Prince, you ſeem 


b 5 Aribert. 
To know this pris'ner, whom the Saxon 
Accuſe of flying to our foes, the Britons. 
However, I will think more nobly of you, 
Than to believe you conſcious of the treaſon ; 
Nor can you grieve, if juſtice dooms her to 
That fate ſhe has deſerv'd. Bear her to death. 
[To the dc. 
Erb. Alas! to death !-—What mean you? lay, by 
Unknown, unwilling crime have I offended? [what 
To 
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o you, fair Princeſs, ſince 'tis you that judge me, 
Tho? now this moment to my eyes firſt known, 
To you I bend, to you I will appeal, [Knteling. 
And learn my crime from you. | 
- Ari, Learn it from me; P 
I am thy crime, tis Aribert deſtroys thee. = 
Etb. If thou art my offence, I've ſinn'd indeed, 
Ev*n to a vaſt and numberleſs account; 
For from the time when I beheld the firſt, [To Aribert, 
My ſoul has not one moment been without thee ; 
Still thou haſt been my with, my conſtant thought, 
Like light, the daily blefling of my eyes, 
And the dear dream of all my ſweeteſt ſlumbers, 
Rad. Oh the diſtrafting thought! 
Eh. Nor will you think it [To Rodogune, 
A crime to love, for that I love is true. 
In your fair eyes I read your native goodneſs. 
Hap'ly ſome noble yauth ſhall in your breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle flame, and prove | 
As dear to you, as Aribert to me: 
Would it be juſt that you ſhould die for loving? 
Think but on that, and I ſhall find your pity ; 
For pity ſure. and mercy dwell with love. 
Rod. Be dumb for ever, let the hand of death 
Cloſe thy bewitching eyes, and ſeal thy lips 
'That thou may ſt look and talk no more 3 
For oh! thy ev'ry glance, each ſound ſhoots thro' me, 
And kills my very heart. Hence, bear her hence. 
My peace is loſt for ever but ſhe dies. 
, Ari. Oh hold ! for 
Nad. Wherefore doſt thou catch my garment ? 
Thou that haſt ſet me on the rack; com'ſt thou 
To double all my pains, and with new terrors, 
Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing ſoul ? 
Ari. What ſhall I ſay to move thee? 
Rod. Talk for ever, _ 
Winds ſhall be ſtill, and ſeas forget to roar, 
The din of babling crowds, and peopled cities, 
All ſhall be huſh d as death, while thou art ſpeaking. 
F or there is muſic in thy voice. 
Ari. Then hear me; 
With gentleſt patience, with compaſſion hear me, 


Thus while J fall before thee, graſp thee thus, 
T hus 
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Thus with a bleeding heart, and ftreaming eyes, 
Implore thee for my Etbelinda's life. 

Rod. Tho? thou wert dearer to my doating eyes 
Thau all they knew beſides, tho' I could hear thee 
While ages paſt away ; yet by the Gods, 

If ſuch there are, who rule o'er love and jealouſy, 
And ſwell our my breaſts with mortal paſſions, - 
I ſwear ſhe dies, my hated rival dies. 14 

Ari. Then I have only one requeſt to make, 

Which ſha' not be deny d; to ſhare one fate, 
And die with her I love. © 

Rod. Ungrateful wretch ! 
Yet I would make thy life my care 

Ari. No more: | Of 
Now I ſcoms life indeed. Tho' you had beauty, 

More than the great Creator's bounteous hand 
Beftow'd on all his various works together, 

Tho' all ambition aſks, the kingly purple, 

Glory, and wealth, and pow'r, were. yours to give, 
. Tho? length of days and health were in your hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chooſe 

ro turn the gift with indignation back, 

And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 

And ſleep for ever with her in the grave. 

Rod. Then take thy with, and let both die together. 
Yes, I will tear the out from my remembrance, 

And be at eaſe for ever. 

Eth. Oh my love! | | 
What can I pay thee back for all this truth ? 

What! but, like thee, to triumph in my fate, 
And'think it more than life to die with thee, 
Haſte then, ye virgins, break the tender turf, 
And let your chaſter hands prepare the bed, 
Where my dear Lord and I muſt reſt together; 
Then let the myrtle and the roſe be ſtrow'd, 
For 'tis my ſecond better bridal day. 

On my cold boſom let his head be laid, 

And look that none diſturb us: ; 
Till the laſt trumpet's ſound break our long ſleep, 
And call us up to everlaſting bliſs. | | 

Rod. Hence with 'em, take em, drive em from my 
The fatal pair 1375057 2 ien, 
[ Exeunt Aribert and Ethelinda guarded. 

+ That 
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That look ſhall be my laſt. 
I feel my ſoul impatient of its bondage, 
Diſdaining this unworthy idle paſſion, 
And ſtruggling to be free. Now, now it ſhoots, 
It tow'rs upon the wing to crowns and empire 
While love and Aribert, thoſe meaner names, 
Are left far, far behind, and loſt for ever. 
So if by chance the eagle's noble offspring, 
Ta'en in the neſt, becomes ſome peaſant's prize, 
CompelPd awhile he bears his cage and chains, 
And like a pris'ner with the clown remains; 
But when his plumes ſhoot forth, and pinions ſwell, 
He quits the ruſtic, and his homely cell, 
Breaks from his bonds, and in the face of day, 
Full in the ſun's bright beams he ſoars away; 
Delights thro? Heav'n's wide pathleſs ways to go, 
Plays with Fove's ſhafts, and graſps his dreadful bow, 
Dwells with immortal Gods, and ſcorns the world 
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SCENE, The Palace. Ty 
Enter the King and Seofrid. 
King. O! I will follow the fond chace no more; 


1 N No more purſue the flying fantom, glory; 
But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen peace; 
Secure of all events to come, and careleſs 
If the Gods puide the world by fate or fortune. 
Let 'em cakes inick the worthleſs crown they gave, 
Since they refuſe their better bleſſings to me. 
Seo. If not to glory, yet awake to love: 
And tho' regardleſs of your royal ſtate, 
Yet live for E:helinda, live to ſave her, 
Doom'd by the cruel Redogune to die! 
Helpleſs and deſolate methinks ſhe ſtands, 
er" calls you to her aid, 
| nz. What! doom'd to die! | | 
* Shall 


o 
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Shall thoſe dear glowing beauties then grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold? nor ſhall I fold her once? 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong embrace, 
Swell to defire, and meet my furious Joy ? 
Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and ſigh, and murmur, 
„Till I am loft for ever, ſunk in ecſtaſies, 
And buried in ten thouſand thouſand ſweets ? 
What ! ſhall ſhe die? No, by the God of arms, 
No-! will once more rouſe me to the war, 
And ſnatch her from her fate. 
Seo. Then hear the means 
By which the Gods preſerve your crown and love. 
Oſwald, of all our Saxon chiefs the firſt, 
And neareſt to your brother's heart, had drawn 
The choſen ſtrength of all the Britiſb youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
To ſave the Prince from your impending wrath. 
By ſecret marches they are near advanc'd, 
And meant this night to make their bold attempt. 
King. How favours this my purpoſe ? 
Seo. Thus, my Lord. | 
J have prevall'd their force ſhall join will all 
Thoſe faithful Saxons, who are ſtill your ſubjects. 
Your foes, fierce Offa and his haughty lifter, 
Secure and inſolent with new ſucceſs, 
Deſpite your numbers, and inferior ſtrength, 
And may this night with eaſe become your prey. 
Ofwvald attends without to learn your pleaſure, 
And bear it to the valiant Britiſb chiefs. | 
King. The Britons ! Gods |—the nation which I hate, 
That Ovald too !—"The traitor ſtill has been | 
Avow'd the ſlave of Aribert, his creature, 
His boſom, fawning paraſite No matter; 
They ſerve the preſent purpoſe of my heart, 
And Iwill uſe em now. Taught by thy arts, 
I Will look kindly on the wretch I loath, 
And ſmile on him I deftine to deſtruction. 
Bid him approach. 2 . 
=» [ Exit Seofrid, and re-enter with Oſwald. 
Seo. The valiant Ofavald, Sir. | 
King. Your friend has ſpoke at large your bold deſign, 
Worthy your courage, and your princely friend. 
And howſoe'er the medling hand of chance 


Has 
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Has 6 th” anlucky ſeeds of ſtrife Bib een us, 
Yet T have ſtill a brother's part in Aribert. 
Nor ſhall my hand be ſſo to lead you on, 
Till we have driv'n theſe haughty inmates forth, 
And independent fix d that fov'reign right, 
Which our brave fathers fought to gain in Britain. 
Ofw. With honourable purpoſe are we come, 
With friendly greeting from the Britons King, 
And the fair offer of an equal peace. 
This only he demands; 'ſend back the troops 
Which late arriv'd with Ofa, now. your foe | 
As well as his; and ſet your princely brother, 
With the fair Ehelinda, ſafe and free. 
Theſe juſt conditions. once confirm'd to Lucius, 
Ambrofiis is the friend of royal Hengiſt. 
The Britons then ſhall join their arms with yours, 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable gueſts, 
And leave you peaceful Lord of fruſtful Kent, 
The firſt poſſeſſion of your warlike father. 
King. In friendly part take we his profer'd love. 
Bear this our ſignet to the gallant Lucius, 
[ Giving his ring to Ofwald. 
Our bond and pledge of peace, which in full form 
We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent danger 
Is well remov'd, and better time allows. 
Haſte thou to join our valiant friends the Britons ; 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 
With full inſtructions for your private march, 
And means of entrance here; with the whole order 
In which we mean t” attack the common foe. 
Ofw. 1 $9. my Lord, and may the Gods Fn 
[ Exit. 
[77 he Ring looks after Ofvald, then turns and walks 
babe or three times haſti ly croſs the, flags. 
Sea. Ha! whence this ſudden ſtart! [4/iae.] That 
| wrathful frown, aa 
Your eyes fierce glancing; and your changing viſage, 
No pale as death, new purpled o'er with flame, 
Give me to know your paſſions are at-odds, 
And your whole ſoul is up in arms within.. 
King. Oh thou haſt read me right, liaſt ſeen me well; 
To thee I have thrown off that maſk 1 wore; : 
K And now the ſecret 8 "ET brain ” 1 
dan 
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Stand all reveaPd to thee. I tell thee, Seria, 
There never was a medley of ſuch thinking. 
Ambition, hatred, miſchief and revenge, 
Gather like clouds on clounds; and then anon, 
Love, like a golden beam of light ſhoots thro”, 
Smiles on the gloom, and my heart bounds with plea- 
But *tis no time for talk. To S:wald fly, [ fare. 
My ſoldier and my ſervant, often try'd; 
Bid him draw out a hundred choſen horſe, 
And hold 'em ready by the night's firft fall. 
Let 'em be all of courage, well approv'd ; 
Such as dare follow whereſoe'er I lead, 
Where e'er this night, or fate, or love ſhall bear me. 
Seo. I haſten to obey you, But alas! 
Might your old man have leave to ſpeak his ſears 
King, J read thy care for me in all thoſe fears; 
But be nor wiſe too much, Oft thou haſt told me, 
Love is a baſe, unmanly, whinining paſſion. 
This night J mean to prove it, and forſake it. 
I was, 'tis true, the ſlave of this ſoft folly, 
And waited at an awful, abje@ diſtance, 
Reftrain'd by idle rules, which ſcornful beauty 
And ſullen honour dictate; but no more, 
No! by our Gods, I'Il ſuffer it no more, 
Seo, Where will this fury drive you ? 
King, To my Heaven, 
To Eth:linde's arms. This very evening, 
While the deluded Britons urge our foes, 
And wreak my vengeance on the Saxon Ofa, 
Amidſt the firſt diſorder of the fray, 
Twill not be hard to ſeize the weeping fair; 
And, while the fighting fools contend in vain, 
With all the wings the god of Love can lend, 
To bear her far way. | 
Ses. Ha! whither mean you 
To bend this raſh (I fear) this fatal flight? 
Ling. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle waves, 
o meet the Thames in his imperial ſtream, 
{nou kn] mt I have a caſtle of ſuch ſtrength, 
s well may ſcorn the menace of a ſiege. 
her I mean to bear my lovely prize, 
Ind, 11 deipitz of all the envious world, 
ere riot in her arms. but break we off. 
Llaſte to perform my ordgrs ; and then follow; 
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And ſhare in all the fortunes of thy King. [ Exit, 
Seo. Fools that we are ! to vex the lab'ring brain, 

And waſte decaying Nature thus with thought; 

To keep the weary ſpirits waking ſtill; 

To goad and drive *em in eternal rounds 

Of reſtleſs racking care; tis all in vain. | 

Blind goddeſs chance ! henceforth I follow thee, 

The politicians of the world may talk, 

May make a mighty buſtle with their foreſight, 

Their ſchemes and arts, their wiſdom is thy flave. 

5, . Exit. 


SCENE changes to à Temple. 
Enter Aribert and Ethelinda. 


Etch. When this, the laſt of all our days of ſorrow, 

Flies faſt, and haſtens to fulfil its courſe; 

When the bleſt hour of death at length is near, 

Why doſt thou mourn ? when that good time is come, 

When we ſhall weep no more, but Jive for ever. 

in that dear place, where no misfortunes come, 

Where age and want and ſickneſs are not known, 

Ard where this wicked world ſhall ceaſe from troubling ; 

When thick deſcending angels crowd the air, 

And wait with crowns of glory to reward us ; 

Why art thou ſad, my love, my lord, my Aribert! 
Ari. It comes, indeed, the cruel moment comes, 


That muſt divide our faithful loves for ever. 


A few ſhort minutes mote, aid both ſball periſh, 
Sink to the place where all things are forgotten. 
Our youth and fair a*eCtions ſhall be barren; 
Snall know no joys, which other lovers know; 
Shall leave no name behind us, no poſterity, 
Only tie ſad remembrance of our woes, 

To draw a tear from each who reads our ftory : 
And doſt thou aſk me wherefore J am ſad ? 

Eth. Tis hard indeed, *tis very hard to part. 
Tho? my heart grieves to want its Heaven ſo long, 
Pants for its bliſs, and fickens vim delay | 
Yet I could be content to hve tor thee. 

Yes, I will own thy image ſtan ls foren, 
And intercepts my jovrney to ti , 
Calls back the fervent breathing (f 7 cont! 
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To earth and thee; with longing looks I turn, 
Forget my flight, and linger here below. | 
Ari. Is it decreed, by Heav'n's eternal will, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden gates above; 
But thoſe who ſorrow here? Muſt we be wretched? 
Muſt we be drown'd in many floods of tears, 
To waſh our deep our inborn ſtains away, 
Or never ſee the ſaints, and taſte their joys? | 
. E1h. The great o'er ruling author of our beings, 
Heals with his creature man in various ways, 
Gracious and good in all: ſome feel the rod, 
And own, like us, the Father's chaſt'ning hand, 
Sev'n times, like, gold, they paſs the purging flame, 
And are at laſt refin d; while gently ſome 
Tread all the paths of life without a rub, * X 
With honour, health, with friends and plenty bleſs'd, 
Their years roll round in innocence and caſe. | 
Hoary at length, and in a good old age, 
They go declining to the grave in peace, 
And change their pleaſures here for joys above. 
Ari. To have ſo many bleflings heap'd on me, 
Tranſcends my wiſh. I aſk'd but only thee. 
Give me, I ſaid, but life and Ethelinda ; 
Let us but run the common courſe together, 
Grow kindly old in one another's arms, 
And take us to thy mercy then, goed Heav'n. 
But Heav'n thought that too much. 
Eth. If our dear hopes. | 
If what we value moſt on earth, our loves, 
Are blaſted thus by death's urtimely hand. 
If nothing good remains for us below, 
So much the rather let us turn our thoughts, 
To ſeek beyond the ftars our better portion; 
That wond”rous bliſs which Heav'n reſerves in ſtore, 
Well to reward us for our loſſes here ; 5 
That bliſs which Heav'n and only Hen can give, 
Which ſhall be more to thee han E a, 

And more to me Oh vaſt exce* <7 ':» mines! 
Where ſhall my ſoul make room for e than Aribert? 
Enter Rodogune ard At. int. 

Rod. If, while ſhe lives, ſtill 7 ar: doom'd to ſuffer, 
Why am I cruel to myſelf? No more 
_ Tis fooliſh pity how ſecure of conqueſt 
The ſoft enchantreſs looks ! but be at peace; 
| G 2 Bes 


124 THE ROYAL CONVERT. 


Beat not, my heart, 'for ſhe ſhall fall thy victim. 
Appear, ye prieſts, ye dreadful holy men; 
Ye miniſters of the Gods wrath and mine, 
Appear and ſeize your ſacrifice, this Chriſtian. 
Bear her to death, and let her blood atone 

For all the mischiefs of her eyes and tongue. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the inner part of the 
temple. A fire is prepared on one of the altars, near it 
are placed a rack, kmwves, axes, and other inſtruments 
F torture; ſeveral priefts attending as for a ſacrifice, 


Ari. See where death comes, array'd in all its terrors ; 
The rack, conſuming flames, and wounding ſteel, 
Your crueſgtriumph had not been complete, 

Without this pomp of horror. Come, begin; 

Tear off my robes, and bind me to the rack; 

Stretch out my corded finews, till they burſt, 

And let your knives drink deep the flowing blood. 

You ſhall behold how a Prince ought to die, 

And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer. 
| | [T he guards ſeize Aribert and Ethelinda. 


Off. Hold! 
The Prince's fate is yet deferr'd: the woman 
Is firſt ordain'd to ſuffer. Ere ſhe fall 
A victim to our gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em, 
Or prove the torture. | | 
Eth, I diſdain thoſe gods. | | 
Off. Bind her ſtrait, and bear her to the rack, 
Ari. What her Oh mercileſs ! 
Eth. Oh, ſtay me not, my love! with joy I go, 
To prove the bitter pains of death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant way. | 
Ari. And can my eyes endure it! to behold 
Thy tender body torn? theſe deer, ſoft arms, 
That oft have wreathed their ſnowy folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending pain ! 
Oh Rowogunre read, read in my full eyes, 
More than my tongue can ſpeak, and ſpare my love. 
Red. And couldit thou find no other name but that? 
Thy love! Oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting ſound ! 
No, I wil ſteel my heart againſt thy pray r, 
And whiſper to myſelf with ſullen pleaſure, | 
The Gods are juſt at length, and thou that feel 
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Pains, ſach as I have known. 

Ari. Let me but die, / 

Cut off this hated object from your fight. 

Nod. Nor that for know that I can too deny, 
And make thee mourn my coldneſs and diſdain, 

No more! I'll hear no more, 

ri, They bind her! ſee ! | 
See with rude cords they ſtrain her tender litvhs, 

ill the red drops ſtart from their iwelling channels, 
Aud with freſh crimſon paint her dying palcneſs. 
Cu all ye hoſt of Heav'n ! ye faint and angels! 

£th. Oh ſtay thy tears, and mourn no more for me, 
Nor fear the weakneſs of my woman's ul, 

For I am arm'd and equal to the combat. 

In vain they laviſh all their cruel arts, 

Ard bind this feeble body here in voin; 

The free, impaſſive ſoul mounts oa the wing, 

Beyond the reach of racks, and tort'ring fiaines, 

Ard ſcorns their tyranny——Oh follow ihou ! 

Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix d my Aribert. 

"Tis but a ſhort, ſhort paſſage to the ſtare. 

Oh follow thou ! nor let me want thee long, 

And ſearch the bliſsful regions round in vain. 
Enter an Officer. | 

OZ. Arm, royal maid, and take to your defence, 
The King with ſedden fur) ſallies forth, 
Ard 0::yve5 our utmoſt guards with fcui confahon. 

Ro. The King! what frenzy brings the radman on 
Thus headlong to his fate ?——bnt let him come | 
ts death ſhall fill my triumph—-wealt! and honours, 
(he nchleß, beſt reward, ſhall wait the man, 

Wie lucky ſword ſhall take his hated head. 
Enter a ſecond Officer, his fewer? elraaun. 

24. Off. Hengift is here; he bears Gown all before 
The Priyezs too have join'd their arm? to his, [him; 
And this way bend their force. 3 

Pod. Fly to my brother, [Ta her Attendants. 
Ai call him to our aid. 

> [ Shouts abithin, and claſhing of fevcrd:, 
Ang, (within) Slave, give me way, 
Or un tear thy ſoul 

Sl. (within) You paſs not here. 

Seo. (within) What know'ſt thou not the King ?— 
On curſed villain ! 

G 3 Enter 
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F. „ 5 - King wounded, Seofrid, Oſwald * Silalers, 


a ior bsi drawn, Oſwald runs to Aribert. 
— 5 Verdition on his hand .— ou bleed, my Lord! 
K. g. My blood flows faſt- What, can I languilh - 
now !l— 
So near my wiſh 


Lend me thy arm, old N * 
To bear me to her Ha ! bound to the rack 
Mercileſs dogs ye moſt pernicious ſlaves! 
. 44.0 ye —up1d, haggard and amaz'd ! 
ant and let her free this moment, 
r N 17% 50.5121 ee, a ane more ſacred 
Lan all a. Rp en {znows, your gods and you, 
Yor $2509) 14, ifrarz, and your painted ſhrines, 
dur hoy truin y chall blaze together. 
[7 hey unbind Ethclizla. 
Ri ie ven to rave and curſe my fortune now 
Tau hative hy „eis of my ſoul befriend me, 
4 und Pn 3E 10 10 bear i it as 1 ought. | 
Lig. The feebl: lamp of Hife thall lend its blaze, 
i'o ligut ne thü firmonly ad no farther. 
[Falling at Ethelinda”s 
Vet 1 l ck up, and gaze on thote c Se eyes, 5 
105 if 1 hopes to gaiher hear from then ” 
3G a5 Mgt fecl the val ame for ever; | 
7 Be Alas! 50 vai x. 155 naky br. At: eres ſbcrt, 


Fad the ed trum ru hing from; your breaſt. 
Call back; wr thoughts bn ach 8 75 g baff on, 
2d wing our arüng foul for her la- rz 
Sul dack Your thoughts to all your former dene, 


© Cry kurcpen-d > act of evil; 
33 10 { 4. aly Ge 7 che wrath divide. 

Ring. Oh 1 my ivr teacher, ycu due ins n: 
Ine gods 015 ave done *in ohe dy cher. | 
7 his nig!.t z meant to rival them in hay, nes, 


| 550 of my brother, ard UW) cracl COLE IS, 


his night I meant thave palt within My As. 
Erh. Oh! Horror! 
King. But tis gone; theſe envious Feds - 
Have done their worſt, and. blalted all my hops ; 
They have deſpoil'd me of my crown and life, 
By a flave” s hand—— But I forgive em that. 
Thee they have robb'd me of my joys in thee — 


Have trod me down to wither i in the N ; 
77 
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Seo. My maſter, and ny King! 

King. Old man, no more : 
J have not leiſure for thy grief. —fare wel 
Thou, Ariber.—ſhalt live, and wear my crown 
Take it, and be as curſt with it as I was. - 
But Erhelinde, ſhe too ſhall be thine : 
That—that's too much. This world has nothing in it 
So good to give—the next may have know not 


dies. 
Ari. There fled the fin , diſdainful foul. 
Turn thee from death, ane gentle love; 
A day of comfort ſeems to © nan us, 
And Heav'n at length is g 45 9 our wiſhes, 
Eth. So numberleſs bon been my daily fears, 
And ſuch the terro : y heeplets nights, 
That till, methip! -, ! tt th? uncer:am happineſs : 


Tho? at the muſi iy voice, I own, . 

My ſoul is huſ +, i. inks into a calm, 

And takes fvr- en of its peace from thee. [| Lucius. 
Ofw. To cad your doubts, your brother the brave 

[To Ethelinda. 

V ſoon bel: Ev'n now he ſends me word, 

Fierc- O an! che Saxons fly before him; 5 

Ine conqu':zing Bitons fence you round from danger, 

And peace Ks ſafety wait upon your loves. [nels 
Ari. Nor you, fair princeſs, frown upon our happi- 

Still ſhall my grateful heart retain your goodneſs, 

And ſtill be mindful of the life you gave, 

Nor muſt you think yourſelf a pris'ner here: 

Whene'er you ſhall appoint, a guard attends, 

To wait you to your brother's camp with honour. 
Rod. Yes I will go; fly, far as earth can bear me, 

From thee, and from the face of man for ever, 

Curſt be your ſex, the cauſe of all our forrows ; 

Curſt be your looks, your tongues, and your falſe arts, 

That cheat our eyes, and wound our eaſy hearts: 

Curſt may you be for all the pains you give, 

And for the ſcanty pleaſures we receive 

Curſt be your brutal pow'r, your tyrant ſway, 

By which you bend, and force us to obey, 

Oh nature! partial goddeſs let thy hand 

Be juſt for once, and equal the command 
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Let woman once be miſtreſe in her turn, | 
Subdue mankind beneath ber haughty ſcorn, | 
And ſmile to ſee the proad oppreilor mourn. J 


Zi: Nc odog ne 
Ofw. The winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle curics 
Far, far away from you, while every bleſſing 
Attends to crown you. From your happy nuptials, 


From Royal Aribert of Saxon race, 


Join'd to the faireſt of the Britiſb dames, 

Methinks I read the people's future happiness; - 

And Britain takes its pledge of peace frem yon. 
E:h, Nor are thoſe pious hopes of peace in vain >. 

Since I have oiten kcard a holy ſage, 

A venerable, old, and faint-like hermit, 

With viſions often bleſt, and oft in thought 

Rapt to the higheſt, brighteſt ſeats above, | 

Thus, with divine, prophetic knowledge fill'd, 

Diſcloſe the wonders of the time to come. 

Of royal race a ritiſ Queen ſhall rife, 


Great, gracious, pious, fortunate and wile : 


To diſtant lands ſhe ſhall extend her fame, 
And leave to latter times a mighty name : 
Tyrants ſhall fall, and faichleſs Kings ſhall bleed, 
And groaning nations by her arms be freed. 
But chief this happy land her care ſhall prove, 
And find from her a more than mother's love. 


From hoſtile rage ſhe ſhall preſerve it free, 
Safe in the compaſs of her ambient ſea : 


Tho fam'd her arms in many a cruel fight, J 
Yet moſt in peaceful arts ſhe ſhall de!'p at, | \ 
And her chief glory ſhall be to UN 12 2. ö 


Picks, Saæxons, Angl:s, ſhall no more be known, 


But Briton be the noble name alone. 

With joy their antient hate they ſhall reg go, 
While diſcord hides her baleful head bn: 
Mercy, and truth, and right ſhe ſhall maintain, 
And ev'ry virtue crowd to grace her re gn: 


Auſpictdus Heav'n on all her days alli, 
And with eternal 8 17 5 lex II. 
1 [ #1 1 f 
: uh 


END OF THE „ ACT. 
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E lifeſi of the day being now gone through, 

I quit the ſciiut, and am libe one of you 3 
As avell 10 look lo, the? not quite jo good; 
J bate in ſpirit, but keep my fleſh and blood, 
The moral of this p'ay being rightly ſcann'd, 
Is, He that leaves bis nan dear wife is damm d. 
lav to you te mate the application * 
The dictriue the? @ little out of fuſbion, 
Mur be of uſe in this fame finfu nation, 
What think you of the matter? Which of vou 
Mould, for his jpruje, lize my true turtle do ? 
MA bea æbealth aud beauty both at once imporiues 
Who would not leave his wife to make bis fortune! 
To fins I know, it may appear but oe 
That ti; place of all others, foould turn godly : 
But <ul at of that? fence ſome good ſouls there are, 
Wild clauly be inflrudted any where ; 
Var ſhould you ſcorn the wearneſs of the teacher, 
7 he cufſiſt man is not the ableſt preacher. 
Evi ve, poor women, have ſometimes the poau'r, 
Read as you are, and rich in learning ſtore, 
To teach you men what you ne er knew before. 
To m enthuſiaſtic rage aue ſwell, | | 
Nor foam, nor act Tom Tumbler out of zeal. 
But tho? aue don't pretend to inſpiration, 
Ye like the prophets of @ ntighbour nation, 
Our teaching chiefly lies in AGITATION. 
Perhaps, indeed, ſuch are your wandring brains, 
Our author might haue ſpar'd his tragic pains ; 
By that you've ſupp'd, and are ſet into drinking, 
Some ſeveeter matters will employ your thinking 3 
With nymphs divine, urit on each glaſs before ye, 
You'll be but little better for our. ſtory. 
But fince the parting hour, the? late auill come, 
And all of you, at leaſt as I preſiane, 
May find ſome kind, inſtrudtive ſe at home, 
Then curtain lectures will, J hope, be read, 
Thoſe morals then, which from your thoughts auere fled, 
Shall be put home to you, and taught a bed. 
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To His Grace the 


Dok of QUEENSBERRY and DoveR, 
Marquis of BEVERLEY, &c. 


My Lox p, 
1 HAVE long lain under che greateſt obligations to 


your Grace's family, and nothing has been more in 

my wiſhes, than that I might be able to diſcharge ſome 
part, at leaſt, of ſo large a debt. But your noble birth 
and fortune, the power, number, and goodneſs of thoſe 
friends you have already, have placed you in ſuch an in- 
dependency on the reſt of the world, that the ſervices I 
am able to render to your Grace can never be advan- 
tageous, I am ſure not neceſſary, to you in any part of 
your life. However, the next piece "of gratitude, and 
the only one I am capable of, is the acknowledgment 
of what I owe: And as this 1s the moſt public, and in- 
deed the only way I have of doing it, your Grace will 
ardon me if I take this opportunity to let the world 
Los the duty and honour I had for your illuſtrious 
father. It is, I muſt confeſs, a very tender point to 
ouch upon; and at the firſt ſight may ſeem an ill- choſen- 
compliment, to renew the memory of ſuch a loſs, ef- 
py to a diſpoſition ſo ſweet and gentle, and to a 
eart ſo ſenſible of filial piety as your Grace's has been 
even from your earlieſt childhood. But perhaps this is 
one of thoſe griefs by which the heart may be made 
better; and if the remembrance of his death bring hea- 
vineſs along with it, the honour that is paid to his 
memory by all good men, ſhall wipe away thoſe tears, 
and the example of his life ſet before your eyes, _ 
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be of the greateſt advantage to your grace in the con. 
uct and future diſpoſition of your own. 

In a character ſo amiable as that of the Duke of 
Queenſberry was, there can be no part ſo proper to begin 
with, as that which was in him, and is in all good men, 
the foundation of all other virtues, either religious or 
civil, I mean good- nature: good-nature, which is friend 
ſhip between man and man, goo4-breeding in courts, 
charity in religion, and the true ſpring of all beneficence 
in general. This was a quality he poſſeſſed in as great 
a meaſure as any gentleman I ever had the honour to 
know. It was this natural ſweetneſs of temper, wich 
made him the beſt man in the world to live with, in any 
tknd of relation. It was this made him a good maſter 
oi his ſervants, a good friend to his friends, and the 
tendereſt father to his children. For the laſt, I can 
have no better voucher than your Grace; and for the 
reſt, I may appeal to all that have had the honour to 


know him. There was a ſpirit and pleaſure in his con- 
verſation, Which always enlivened the company he was 


in; which, together with a certain eaſineſs and franx- 
neſs in his diſpoſition, that did not at all derogate from 
the dignity of his birth and character, rendered him in- 
finitely agreeable. And as no man had a more delicate 
taſte of natural wit, his converſation always abounded 
in good-humour, | 

For thoſe parts of his character which related to the 
public, as he was a nobleman of the firit rank, and a 
miniſter of State, they will be beſt known by the great 
employments he paſt through; all which he diſcharged 
worthily as to himſelf, juſtly as to the Princes who em- 
ployed him, and advantageouſly for his country. There 
is no occaſion to enumerate his ſeveral employments, as 
Secretary of State, for Scotland in particular, for 
Britain in general, or Lord High Commitlioner of 
Scotland ; which laſt office he bore more than once; 
But at no time more honourably, and (as I hope) more 
happily, both for the. preſent age, and for poſterity, 
than when he laid the foundation for the Briticb union. 
The conſtancy and addreſs which he manifeſted on that 
occaſion, are ſtill freſh in every body's memory; and 
perhaps when our children fhall reap thoſe benefits from 
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for now, they may remember the Duke of Que ENS 
BERRY With that gratitude, which ſuch a piece of 
ſervice done to his country deſervees. 

He ſhewed upon all occaſions a fin and immediate 
attachment to the Crown, in the legal ſervice of which, 
no man could exert himſelf more dutifully nor more 
ſtrenuouſly : And at the ſame time no man- gave more 
bold and more generous evidences of the love he bore 
to his country. Of the latter, there can be no better 
proof than the ſhare he had in the late happy revolution; 
nor of the former, than that dutiful reſpect, and un- 
ſhaken fidelity, which he preſerved” for her preſent 
Majeſty, even to Jus laſt moments, 

With ſo many good and great qualities, it is not as 
all ſtrange that he poſſeſſed x0 large a ſhare, as he was 
known to, have, in the eſteem of the Queen, and her 
immediate predeceflor, nor that thoſe great Princes 
mould repoſe the higheſt confidence in him. And at 
the ſame time, what a pattern he left behind him for 
the nobility in general, and for your Grace in particular 
to copy after ? TTY | 

Your Grace will forgive me, if my zeal for your 
welfare and honour (which no body has more at heart 
than myſeli) ſhall preſs you with ſome more than 
ordinary warmth to the imitation of your noble father's 
virtues. You have, my Lord, many great advantages, 
which may encourage you to go on in purſuit of this 
reputation. It has pleaſed God to give you naturally 
that ſrveetneſs of temper, which, as I have before 
| hinted, is the foundation of all gocd inclinations. You 
have the honour to be born, not only of the greateſt, 
uc of the beſt parents; of a gentleman generally be- 
loved, and generally lamented; and of a lady adorned 
with all virtaes that enter into the character of a good 
wife, and admirable friend, and a moſt indulgent mo- 
ther. The natural advantages of your mind, have been 
cultivated by the moſt proper arts and manners of 
education, You have the care of many noble friends, 
and eſpecially of an excellent uncle, to watch over 
you in the tenderneſs of your youth. You ſet out 
amongſt the firſt of mankind, and I doubt not but 

your virtues will be equal to the dignity of your rank. 
| T 
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That I may live to ſee your Grace eminent for the 
love of your conntry, for ycur ſervice and duty to your 


Prince, and, in convenient time, adorned with all the 


honours that have ever been conferred upon your noble 
family: That you may be diſtinguiſhed to potterity, as 
the braveſt, greateſt, and beſt man of the age you live 
in, is the hearty wiſh, and prayer of, 

My Loxp, 


Your Gracte's moft cbedient, and 


106. Faithful, humble Servant, 


N. Rowe. 


11 
FR OO , ̃ ͤZP 


O zi2ht, i you Tave brought your prod ela taſde, 
Mell treat you with a eptonright nahi r, 
A tale, evhich told long fince in homey aue, 


» 


Jatb never faiPd of melting gentle Ses. 
Let ne nice Sir aeſpiſẽ our paplefs dame, 
Porno recording balllads charnrt ter nuts; 
Theſe wereratle ancicut ſcug-iuduters 
©. 2 7 4 2 25 1 4 2 4 eee 
© 0G," & TAANY a pitch abo OVY nieder ROPES a 
They caterauaul'd in uo romantic dit!s, 
Siching for Philhs's, 2 Coe": prev. 

gung a 
Juſily they drew the fair, ant pris len 


And ſung her by her ci mitiæm u — 2G Jane. 
Our numbers may be more 1/177 than t, 

But what we've gain'd in ve, weve li i Prof. 
Their wwords, no ſhuffling, dont ie meaning bneno, 
Their ſpeech was homely, but their hearts avere ita 
In ſuch an age, immortal Shakſpeare awrete, 

By no quaint rules, nor hampering critics taught; 
With rough majeſtic force be mow'd the heart, 

And ſtrength and nature made amends for art. 

Our humble author does his ſteps purſue, 

He owns be had the mighty bard in view; 

Aud in theſe ſcenes has made it more his care 

Te rouſe ihe paſſiens, than to charm the car. 

Yet fer thaſe £ entle Beaux auh love the chime, 

The ent of acts fill gingle into rbime. 

The ladies ton, he hopes wwill not complain, 

Here are ſome ſabjedts of a ſofter fi rain, 

A ::ymph forſaken, and a perjur'd fwain. 

i hat mot he fears, ts, leſt the dames bud Froaun, 


8 
The drncs of wit and pleaſure about town, 7 


fe cur picture drawn, unlike their can. 
Jus left that error ſpould provoke 1 fur; 
The Hafpitable hundreds of Old Drury, 

He bid me ſay, in our Jane Shore*s defence, 
"he d:1d about the charitable pence, 

Built hoſpitals, turn'd ſaint, and died long fnce, 
For her example, ewhatſoe'r we make ir, 
Hey have their choice to let alone, or take it. 
{to few as I conceive, will think it meet, 

4% re fo ſorely for a fin fo fwee < 
On 7201114 and mortify the pleaſant ſenſe, 
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ACTI 


— 


s CE NB, the Tower. : 


© 
4 


. 


Enter PE: Du 1 Cloer, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, aud 
Cateſby. 


C.. Hus far ſucceſs attends upon. our 3 
And each event has anſwer'd to my wiſh; 
The Qn and all her upſtart race are quell'd ; 
| 4s It is baniſh d, and her brother Ni. vers 
ze this lies ſhorter by the head at Pomfret, 
The robles have with joint concurrence nam'd me 
Protoctor of the realm: My brother's children, 
Yowg Za and the little York, are lodg'd 
Pere, (ate wit the tower. How ſay, you, Sirs, 
Does nat ts bunt wear a lucky face? 
The exptar anch ehe golden wreath of _— 
Scem hug vathin m y reach. 
Rate. Tuer, d aks m to you, 
And wear em hong and worthily; you are 
The lat rem: ing wale of princely York : 
(For 5: Sue boys, the ſtate eſteems not of em,) 
And therotore on your ſov'reignty and rule, 
The comron-weal does her dependance make, 
And terns 2 your highneſs' able hand. 
Cale. nd y2t to-morrow does the council meet 
To fix a day 7 Edzvard $ coronation. 
Who can expound this riddle ? 
Ges. That can Ir „ 
Thoſe 770d, are each one my approv'd good friends, 
Ir ſyecid truſt and nearneſs to my boſom; 
g Þcvloever buſy they may ſeem, 
diligent to buſtle in the late, | ite 9949 
4 Their 
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Their zeal goes on no further than we lead, 
And at our bidding fays. | 
Cate. Yet there is one, 
And he amongſt the foremoſt in his pow'r, 
Of whom I wiſh your highneſs were aſſur d- 


For me, perhaps it is my nature's fault, : 

1 own I doubt of his inclining much. 5 
Glo/. J gueſs the man at whom your words would 

Hatings | „ [point : | 


Cate. The ſame. | 
Glo/. He bears me great good will. 
Cate. Tis true, to you, as to the Lord Protector, 
And Glofer's Duke, he bows with lowly ſervice ; 
But were he bid to cry, God /awve King Richard, 
Then tell me in What terms he would reply. 
Believe me, I have prov'd the man, and found him: 
I know he bears a moſt religious revrencde 
To his dead maſter Edwards royal memory. 
And whither that may lead nim, is moſt plain. 
Yet more One of the ſtubborn ſort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an opinion, 
They call it honour, honeſty, and faith, 
And ſooner part with life than let it go. 
Glo/. And yet this tough impracticable heart 
Is govern'd by a dainty- finger d girl; 
Such 1217s are found in the moſt worthy natures; 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimp'ring ſhe, 
Shall! make him amble on a goſſip's meſſage, 
And take the diſtaff with a hand as patient 
As e'er did Hercules, 5 | 
Ratc. The fair Alicia, | 
Of noble birth and exquiſite of feature, 
Has held him long a vaſſal to her beauty. 
Cate. | fear, he fails in his allegiance there, 
Or my intelligence is falſe ; or elſe | 
The dame nas been too laviſh of her feaſt, 
And fed him till he loatas. 
Giz/. No more, he comes. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Haß. Health and happineſs of many days 
Attend upon your Grace. 1 
Gls/. My good Lord Chamberlain! 
We're much beholden to your gentle friendſhip, . 
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Haſt. My Lord, I comean humble ſuitor to you. 
Cle. In right good time; ſpeak out your pleaſure 
Haß. I am to move your highneſs in behalf [| freely. 
Of Shore's unhappy wife 
Glof. Say you, of Shore? | | 
Hag. Once a bright ſlar that held her place on high. 
The firſt and faireſt of our Engliſb dames, 
While royal Edward held the ſov'reign rule. 
Now ſunk in grief, and pining with deſpair, 
Her waining form no longer ſhall incite 
Envy in woman, or deſire in man. 
She never ſees the ſun, but thro? her tears, 
And wakes to ſigh the live- long night away. 
Glas. Marry! the times are badly chang'd with her 
From Edward's days to theſe. Then all was jollity, 
Feaſting and mirth, light wantonneſs and laughter, 
Piping and playing, minſtrelſy and maſking; 
Till life fled from us like an idle dream, 
A ſhew of mommery without a — 
My brother, reſt and pardon to his ſoul, 
Is gone to his account: For this his minion, 
The revel-rout is done but you were ſpeaking 
Concerning her I have been told that you 
Are frequent in your viſitation to her. 
Haft. No farther, my good Lord, than friendly pity 
And tender-hearted charity allow. " 
Gli. Go to: I did not mean to chide you for it, 
For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you | 
To cheriſh the diſtreſs'd——On with your tale. 
Haft. Thus is it, gracious Sir, that certain officers 
Uſing the warrant of your mighty name, 
With infolence unjuſt, and lawleſs power, 
Have ſeiz'd upon the lands, which late ſhe held 
By grant from her great maſter Edward's bounty. 
Cle. Somewhat of this, but ſlightly, have I heard, 
And tho? ſome counſellors of forward zeal, 
Some of moſt ceremonious ſanctity, 
And bearded wiſdom, often have provok'd 
The hand of juſtice to fall heavy on her; 
Yet ſtill in kind compaſſion of her weakneſs, 
And tender memory of Edward's love, 
I have withheld the mercileſs ſtern law 


From doing outrage on her helpleſs beauty 


Hot. 
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Ha. Good Heav'n who renders 'mercy back for 
With open-handed bounty ſhall repay you: [ mercy, 
This gentle deed ſhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 

And ſcreen the wild «ſcapes of lawleſs paſſion, 
And the long train of frailties fleſh is heir to. 
_ - Gli). Thus far, the voice of pity pleaded only; 
Our farther and more full extent of grace | 
Is giv'n to your requeſt. Let her attend, 
And to ourſelf deliver up her griefs. SED 
She ſhall be heard with patience, and each wrong 
At full redreſt. But I have other news 
Which much imports us both, for ſtill my fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours : Our common foes, 
The Queen's relations, our new-ſangled gentry, 
Have fall'n their haughty creſts—that for your privacy. 
| | [Exeunt. 


SCENE, an Apartment in Jane Shore's houſe. 
Ester Bellmour and Dumont. 


Bell. How ſhe has liv'd you've heard my tale already; 
The reſt your own attendance in her family, 
Where I have found the means this day to-place you, 

And nearer obſervation beſt will tell you. 
Sce.with what ſad and ſober cheer ſhe comes. 

: Enter Jane Shore. | 
Sure, or I read her viſage much amiſs, . 

Or grief beſets her hard. Save you, fair Lady, 
The bleſſings of the chearful morn be on you, 
And greet your beauty with its opening ſweets. 

J. Sho. My gentle neighbour ! your good wiſhes ſtill 
Purſue my hapleſs fortunes: ah! good Bellmour / 
How few, hke thee, enquire the wretched out, 

And court the offices of ſoft humanity ? 
Like thee reſerve their raiment for the naked, 
Reach out their bread, to feed the crying orphan, 
Or mix their pitying tears with thoſe that weep ? 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better tongue than mine 

To ſpeak and bleſs thy name. Is this the gentleman, 
Whote friendly ſervices you eommended to me? 

Bell. Madam! It is. 5 

F. Sho. A venerable aſpet! [Aldi. 
Age ſits with decent grace upon his viſage, 4 
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And worthily becomes his ſilver locks; | 
He wears the marks of many years well-ſpent, - 
Of virtue, truth well-tryed, and wile experience; 
A friend like this, would ſuit my ſorrows well. 
Fortune, I fear me, Sir, has meant you ill, 
; | [Z Dumont. 
Who pays your merit with that ſcanty pittance, 
Which my poor hand and humble roof can give. 
But to ſupply thoſe golden *vantages, | | 
Which elſewhere you might find, expect to meet 
A juſt regard and value for your worth, pi 
Tue welcome of a friend, and the free partnerſhup 
Of all that little good the world allows me. 
Dum. You over-rate me much; and all my anſwer 
Maſt be my future truth; let that ſpeak for me, 
And make up my deſerving. 
J. Sho. Are you of Engiand? ö 
Dum. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my birth; 
At Antwerp has my conſtant biding been, 
Where ſometimes 1 have known more plenteous days, 
Than thoſe which now my failing age atfords. 
J. Sho. Alas! at Antwerp! Oh forgive my 
tears}: £5. [ Weeping. 
They fall for my offences——and muſt fall 
Long, long, ere they ſhall waſh my ſtains away. 
You knew perhaps—oh grief! oh ſhame my huſband. 
Dum. I knew him well—but ſtay this flood of anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs grave feels not your pious ſorrows : 
Ihres years and more are paſt, ſince I was bid, 
With many of our common friends, to wait him 
To his laſt peaceful manſion. I attended, 
Sprinkled his clay-cold corſe with holy drops, 
According to our church's rev'rend rite, 
And ſaw him laid in hallow'd ground, to reſt, 
J. She. Oh! that my ſoul had known no joy but him, 
That 1 had liv'd within his guiltleſs arms, 
and dying flept in innocence befide him! 
But now his honeſt duſt abhors the fellowſhip, 
And ſcorns to mix with mine. | 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. The lady Alicia, 
Attends your leiſure. 


J. Sho. Say I wiſh to ſee her. 


[ Exit ſervant, 
Pleaſe 
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Pleaſe, gentle Sir, one moment to rye, 
I'Il wait you on the inſtant; and inform you 
Of each unhappy circumſtance, in whic 
Your friendly aid and counſel much may ſtead me. 
| | [ Axeunt Bellmour, and Dumont, 
Enter Alicia. | 
Alic. Still, my fair friend, ſtill ſhall I find you thus? 
Still ſhall theſe ſighs heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling drops chaſe one another ſtill, 
As if the . of grief 
Could overtake the hours fled far away, 


And make old Time come back? 


J. Sho. No, my Alicia, | 
eav'n and his ſaints be witneſs to my thoughts, 
There ts no hour of all my life o'er paſt, 
That I could wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 
Alic. And yet ſome of thoſe days my friend has known, 
Some of thoſe years might paſs for golden ones, 
At leaſl, if womankind can judge of happineſs. 
What could we with, we who delight in empire, 
Whoſe beauty is our ſov*reign good, and gives us 
Our reaſons to rebel, and pow'r to reign, 
What could we more than to behold a Monarch, 
Lovely, renown'd, a conqueror, and young, 
Bound in our chains, and ſighing at our feet? 
FJ. Sho. Tis true, the royal Edævard was a wonder, 
The goodly pride of all our Engliſb youth; 
He was the very joy of all that ſaw him, 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſuade, 
Impaſftve ſpirits, and angelic natures | ſneſs. 
Might have been charm'd, like yielding human weak- 


Stoop'd from their Heav'n, and liſten'd to his talking. 


But what had I to do with Kings and courts ? 
My humble lot had caſt me far beneath him; 
And that he was the firſt of all mankind, 
The braveſt and moſt lovely, was my curſe. [loves ; 
Alic. Sure, ſomething more than fortune join d your 
Nor could his greatneſs, and his gracious form, 
Be elſewhere match'd fo well, as to the ſweetneſs 
And beauty of my friend. 
J. Sho. Name him no more: 


| He was the bane and ruin of my peace. 
This anguiſh and theſe tears, theie are the legacies 


| His 
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His fatal love has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, 

Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 

Ere yet a few ſhort days paſs o'er my head, 

Abandon'd to the very utmoſt wretchedneſs, 

The hand of pow'r has ſeiz'd almoſt the whole 

Of what was left for needy life's ſupport ;© 

| Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and kneeling . 

Before thy charitable door for breadyo 2 1500 ae. 
Alic. Joy of my life, my deareſt Shore, forbear 

To wound my heart with thy foreboding ſorrows. - 

Raiſe thy ſad ſoul to better hopes than theſe. 

Lift up thy eyes, and let them ſhine. once more, 

Bright as the morning ſun above the mitts.  - 

Exert thy charms, ſeek out the ſtern protector, 

And ſooth his ſavage temper with thy beauty: 

Spite of his deadly unrelenting nature, 

He ſhall be mov'd to pity and redreſs thee. | 
F. She, My form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe; 

The ſcene of beauty and delight js chang'd, 

No roſes bloom upon my fading cheek, 

Nor laughing graces wanton in my Eyes ; 

But haggard grief, lean-looking fallow care, 

And pining diſcontent, a rueful train, 

Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 

One only ſhadow of a hope is left me: 

The noble-minded Haſtinge, of his goodneſs, 

Has kindly underta'en to be my advocate, 

And move my humble ſuit to angry G/o/ter. fas 
Alic. Does Haſtings undertake to plead your cauſe? - 

But wherefore ſhoald he not? * has eyes; 

The gentle Lord has a right tender heart, 

Melting and eaſy, yielding to impreſſion, 

And catching the ſoft flame from each new beauty; 

But yours ſhall charm him long. Ek 
F. Sho. Away, you flatterer! | 

Nor charge his gen'rous meaning with a weakneſs, 

Which his great ſoul and virtue muſt diſdain. 

Too much of love thy hapleſs friend has prov'd, ' 

Too many giddy fooliſn hours are gone, 3 

And in fantaſtie meaſures danc'd a Way z; 

May the remaining few know only friendſhip. 

So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 

Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle heart, 
Vor ILD eee A part- 
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A partner there: I will give up madkind, 
For * ge the tranſports of increaſing. paſſion, 
all the pan we feel for its decay. 
Alic. Lives | ive and, reign for ever in my beſos. 
* 55 en. 

Safe and animated chere poſſeſs thy: own 3; 1: 
And you, ye brighteſt of the [ſtars above, 
Ye ſaints that once/were women here below ),, -- + 
Be witnefs of the truth, the holy * | 
W:1ch here to this my other ſelf I e, 77 
If I not hold her nearer to my ſou. 
Than ev'ry other. j joy the world can: give 1 7001 
Let poverty, deformity. and ſhame; - | Nic Fr 
Diſtraction and deſpair ſeize. me ank, A 
Let not m ; faithle is; ghoſt have peace hereatter, 
Nor taſte 7 bliſs mg your celeſtial fellowſhip! |» + 

J. Sho. Ves, thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe jewels, once the laviſh bounty 
Of royal Edwards love, I truſt to thee; 

ee a _ 
Receive this, all that. [. can call my . [+> 
And let it reſt unknown and ſafe with. thee: ot 
That if the ſtate's injuſtice, ſhould opprefs me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer, 
My wretchedneſs may find relief from wk 
And ſhelter from the ſtorm. 

Alic. My all is thine ; _. 

One common hazard ſhall attend us both, | 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched; 

But let thy fearful doubting heart be ſtill, | 
The Saints and Angels have thee in + vs charge, 
And all thin 8 ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 
The gentle deeds of mercy thou haſt done. ot 
Shall die forgotten all; the poor, the pris'ner, 
The fatherleſs, the friendleſs, and the widow, 
Who daily own the bounty of thy hand, 
Shall cry to Heav'n, and;pull a bleſſing on, thee; 
Ev'n man, the mercileſs infulter man, 

Man, who rejoices in our ſex's weakneſs, [+ 

Shall pity thee, and with unwonted goons, 
Forget thy failings and record thy praiſe, 

J. Sho. Why thould I think that man will Jo for me 
What yet he never did for wretches like me?? 
1 55 what partial juſice we are judg'd ! 3 

ue 
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Such is the fate unhappy women find, 

And ſuch the curſe intail'd upon our kind, 

That man, the lawleſs libertine, may rove, 

Free and unqueſtion'd through the wilds of love; 

While woman, ſenſe and nature's eaſy fool, 

If poor weak woman ſwerve from virtue's rule, 

If ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny way, 

And in the ſofter paths of pleaſure ſtray; 

Ruin enſues, reproach and endleſs ſhame, 

And one falſe ſtep entirely damns her fame. 

In vain with tears the loſs ſhe may deplore, 

In vain look back on what ſhe was before, \ 

She ſets, like ſtars that fall, to riſe no more. * T4 
| | [ Excunt, 
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E H. 
SCENE continues. 


Euter Alicia, ſpeaking to Jane Shore as entering. 
[you, 
Alic. 


And ſpread their gracious wings about your 
ſlumbers. 
The drowſy night grows on the world, and now 
The buſy craftiman and o'erlabour'd hind, 
Forget the travel of the day in ſleep: 
Care only wakes, and moping penſiveneſs; 
With meagre diſcontented looks they ſit, 
And watch the waſting of the midnight taper. 
Such vigils muſt I keep, ſo wakes my ſoul, 
Reſtleſs and ſelf-tormented ; oh falſe Haſtings ! 
Thou haſt deftroy'd my peace. [ Knocking without, 
What noiſe is that? | 
What viſitor is this, who with bold freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful night and reſt, 
With ſuch a rude approach ? | 
4 Enter à Servant. 

Serv. One from the court, 
Lord Haſtings (as I think) demands my Lady. [him 

Alic. Haſtings! Be ſtill my heart, and try to meet 
With his own arts; with falſhood—But he comes. 
H 2 Enter 


. A — > 


N — 
— . —˙— — 


O farther, gentle friend; good angels guard 


1 I 
j 
Wy 
| 1 
} 
1 
11 
1 
os 
25 
| 
| | 
11 
j q 
147 
} 


D — 
— — — — 
5 * _ * =” Sw. 


p 
5 * ws 
— — 


LY 


: * 
* wer — — » . — — — — - F — 
- ” 4 _ 2 * 22 S + A A 
— 
E ˙·wATO7 ea ener ne ner ——— — — — — — (f ck —u—»— — 
0 
= 


5 — — 
— - 
- 2 — 
——ß5ðiuQ—— ——K— —— — — 
RI — . —— REF: = 2 


* 
i 
14 
iN 
pe 
* 
* | 
. 
%* 
70 
1 
1 
41:8 
„ 
9 ; 
4.1 
n 
= 1 
k ! 
— 14 
[ . 
"I ö 
ne 
4 
N 
1 
44 * 
9 
49 
5 8 
* 1 
| | 
ty 
# . 
Pa * 
4 
13 
8 
p U 
7 
. 


* 
— ̃ — 


— — 
— — 


— L RR” «7 
. — — 
— — - — ey 
— — RI IRS — 4 = 


— = IM 


— 
— 
I — ů —— ů ů ů — — 


ſe . rs 
26,4 n 6 
— — FEISS 
— 
— ͤ— 
= 
. —— 


— — —— — 
—_ — — 


2 _— — — * * — 2 
£ .. ini nh Mts. Aus Ek 8 
F Sneha = Ea open ou en IDE Eo nn, ne * 
——— — — — — 2 


3 * 
— —— 
— 


bb 


n 
5 n 
— — 


Ws) 1 


148: JANE SHORE. 


Enter Lord Haſtings, Speaks to a ſervant as entering. 
Haſt. Diſmiſs my train, and wait alone without, 
Alicia here! Unfortunate encounter! 
But, be it as it may. 
Alic. When humbly, thus, 
The great deſcend to viſit the afflicted, 
When thus unmindful of their reſt they come 
To ſooth the ſorrows of the midnight mourner: 
Comfort comes with them, like'the golden ſun, 
Diſpels the ſullen ſhades with her ſweet influence, 
And chears the melancholy houſe of care. | 
Haſt. Tis true, I would not over-rate a courteſy, 
Nor let the coldneſs of delay hang on it 
To nip and blaſt its favour, like a froſt ; 
But rather choſe, at this late hour, to come, 
That your fair friend may know J have prevail'd ; 
The Lord Protector has receiv'd her ſuit, 
And means to ſhew her grace, 
Alic. My friend! my Lord. __ [ample 
Haf?. Yes, Lady, yours: None has a right more 
To aſk my pow'r than you. 
Alic. I want the words, 
To pay you back a compliment ſo courtly; 
But my heart gueſſes at the friendly meaning, 
And wo'not die your debtor. 
Haſt. Tis well, Madam. 
But 1 would ſee your friend. 
Alic. Oh thou falſe Lord! 
I would be miſtreſs of my heaving heart, 
Stifle this riſing rage, and learn from thee 
'To dreſs my face 1n eaſy dull indifference : 
But *two'not be, my wrongs will tear their way, 
And ruſh at once upon thee. | 
Haſt. Are you wile !. : 
Have you the uſe of reaſon? Do you wake? 


What means this raving! this tranſporting paſſion ? 


Alic. O thou cool traitor! thou inſulting tyrant, 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted heart, 
Thus rent with agonizing love and rage, 
And aſk me what it means? Art thou not falſe ? 
And I not ſcorn'd, forſaken and abandon'd, 
Left, like a common etch, to ſhame and infamy, 
Giv'n up to be the ſport of villains tongues, 05 
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Of laughing paraſites, and lewd buffoons ; 
And all becauſe my foul has doated on thee 
With love, with truth, and tenderneſs unutterable ? 
Hat. Are theſe the proofs of tenderneſs and love ? 
Theſe endleſs quarrels, diſcontents, and jealouſies, 
Theſe never-ceafiag wailings and complainings, 
Theſe furious farts, theſe whirlwinds of the ſoul, 
Which ev'ry other moment rife to madnels ? 
Hic. Waat proof, alas! have I not giv'n of love? 
What have I not abandon'd to thy arms? 
Have I not ſet at nought my noble birth, 
A ſpotleis fame, and an unblemiſh'd race, 
The peace of innocence, and pride of virtue? 
My prodigality has giv'n thee all; 
And now I've nothing left me to beſtow, 
You hate the wretched bankrupt you have made. 
Hai. Why am I thus purſu'd from place to place, 
Kept in the view, and croſs'd at ev'ry turn? 
In vain I fly, and likea hunted deer, f 
Scud o'er the lawns, and haſten to the covert; 
Ere I can reach my ſafety, you o' ertake me 
With the ſwift malice of ſome keen reproacn, 
And drive the winged ſhaft deep in my heart. 
Aic. Hither you fiy, and here you ſeek repoſe; 
Spite of the poor deceit, your arts are known, 
Your pious, charitable, midnight viſits. 
Haſt. If you are wiſe, and — your peace of mind, 
Yet take the friendly counſel of mylove; 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your jealouſy, 
Let not that devil, which undoes your ſex, 
That curſed curioſity ſeduce you, 
'Fo hunt for needleſs ſecrets, which neglected, 
Shall never hurt your quiet, but once known, 
Shall ſit upon your heart, pinch it with pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet ſleep for ever from you. 
Go to——be yet advis'd. 
Alic. Doſt thou in ſcorn 
Preach patience to my rage? And bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented idiot down, 
Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong'd me Ruin ſeize thee, 
And ſwift perdition overtake thy treachery ! 
Have I the leait remaining cauſe to doubt ? 
Haſt thou endeavour'd once to hide thy falſhood ? 
H 3 To 
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To hide it, might have ſpoke ſome little tenderneſs, 

And thewn thee half unwilling to undo me: 

But thou diſdain'ſt the weakneſs of humanity, 

Thy words, and all thy actions, have confeſs'd it; 

Ev'n now thy eyes avow it, now they ſpeak, 

And inſolently own the glorious villainy. [ chains, 
Hat. Well then, I own my heart has broke your 

Patient TI bore the painful bondage long, 

At length my gen'rous love diſdains your tyranny ; 

The bitterneſs and ftings of taunting jealouſy, . 

Vexatious days, and jarring joyleſs nights, 

Have driv'n him forth to ſeek ſome faber ſhelter, 


Where he may reſt his weary wings in peace. 


Alic. You triumph! do! and with gigantic pride, 
Defy impending vengeance. Heav'n ſhall wink; 
No more his arm Bl roll the dreadful thunder, 
Nor ſend his lightnings forth: No more his juſtice 
Shall viſit the preſuming ſons of men, 

But perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in ſafety. 

Haſt. Whate'er my fate decrees for me hereafter, 
Be preſent to me now, my better angel! 

Preſerve me from the ſtorm which threatens now, 
And if I have beyond atonement ſinn'd, 

Let any other kind of plague o'ertake me, | 
So I eſcape the fury of that tongue. [ Lord, 

Alic. Thy pray'r is heard—I go—but know, proud 
Howe'er thou ſcorn'ſt the weakneſs of my ſex, 

This feeble hand may find the means to reach thee, 
Howe'er ſublime in pow'r, and greatneſs plac'd, 

With royal favour guarded round, and grac'd; 

On eagle's wings my rage ſhall urge her flight, 

And hurl thee headlong from thy topmoſt height; 
Then like thy fate, ſuperior will I fit, | 

And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at my feet; 

See thy laſt breath with 1. go, 

And tread thee ſinking to the ſhades below. [ Exit. 

Haſt. How fierce a fiend is paſſion? With what wild- 


What tyranny untam'd, it reigns in woman! Ixeſs, 


Unhappy ſex! whoſe eaſy yielding temper 

Gives way to ev'ry appetite alike ; 

Each guſt of inclination, uncontrol'd, 

Sweeps thro? their ſouls, and ſets them in an uproar; 

Each motion of the heart riſes to fury, , 
| | Ane 
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And 'ove-in their. weak boſoms is a rage 
As terrible as hate, and as d>iruttive. 
Go the wind roars o'er the wide fenceleſs ocean, 

And heaves the billows of the boiling deep, 

Alike from Nort5, from South, from Faft, from N, 
With equal force the tempeſt blows by turns 
From ev'ry corner of the ſeaman's compals. 
But ſoft ye now——-far here ec mes one diſclaims 
Strife, and her wrangling train; of equal elements, 
Without one jarring atom was fhe form'd, 
And gentleneſs, and joy, make up her being, 

| Euler Jane Shore. 
Forgive me, fair one, if oiticious friendſhip 
Intrudes on your repoſe, and comes thus late, 

To greet you with the tidings of ſucceſs, 

The princely G/s/er has vouchſaf d you hearing, 

To- morrow he expects you at the court; b 
There plead your cauſe with never-failing. beauty, 
Speak all your griefs, and find a full redreſs. 

J. Sho. Thus humbly I your lowly ſervant bend; 
i Kneeling. 
Thus let me bow my grateful-knee to earth, 
And bleſs your noble nature for this goodneſs. | 
Haſt. Riſe gentle dame, you wrong my meaning much, 
Think me not guilty of a thought ſo vain, 
To ſell my courteſy for thanks like theſe. ing: 
J. She, is true, your bounty is beyond my ſpeak- 
But tho' my mouth be dumb, my heart ſhall thank yeu; 
And when it melts before the throne of mercy, 
Mourning .and bleeding for my paſt offences, 
My fervent ſoul ſhall breathe one pray'r for you, 
(If pray'rs of ſuch a wretch are heard on high,) 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need, 
The grace and goodneſs you have thewn to me. 
Haſt. If their be ought of merit in my ſervice, 
Impute it there where moſt *tis due, to love; 
Be kind, my gentle miſtreſs, to my wiſhes, 
And fatisfy my panting heart with beauty. 
J. She. Alas! my Lord 515 
Hat. Why bend thy eyes to earth? ) 
Wherefore theſe looks of heavineſs and ſorrow ? 
Why breathes that figh, my love? And wherefore falls 
This trickling ſhow'r of tears, to ſtain thy fweetneſs? 


H 4 F. Sha. 
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J. Sho. If x pity. dwells within your noble breaf, 
(As ſure it does) Ch ſpeak not to me thus. 

Het. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of love? 
Ev'n now, thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, 

''hy ſoftneſs ſteals upon my yielding ſenſes, 
„ill my ſoul faints, and ſickens with deſire; 
How canſt thou give this motion to my * 
And bid my tongue be ſtill? | 

J. Sho. Caſt round your eyes | 
Upon the high-born beauties of the court ; 

Behold, like op*ning roſes, where they bloom, 
dect to the ſenſe, unſully'd all, and ſpotleſs; 
"There chopſe ſome worthy partner of your heart 

Jo fill your arms, and bleſs your virtuous bed; 

Nor turn your eyes this way, where ſin and mis'ry, 
Like loathſome weeds, have over-run the ſoil, 

And the deſtroyer ſhame has laid all waſte. 

Haſt. What means this peevith, this fantaſtic change? ? 
Where is thy wonted pleaſantneſs of face? 

Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled ſmiles ? 
Where haſt thou loſt thy wit, and ſporuve mirth? 
That chearful heart, which us'd to dance for ever, 
And caſt a day of gladneſs all around thee ? 

J. $ho. Yes, I will own I merit the reproach ; 

And for thoſe fooliſh days of wanton pride, 

My ſoul 1s juſtly humbled to the duſt : 

All tongues, hke yours, are licens'd to upbraid me, 
Still to repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy, 

And treat me like that abje& thing I've been. 
Yet let the ſaints be witneſs to this truth, - / 

That now, tho? late, I look with horror back, 


That I deteſt my wretched ſelf, and curſe 


My paſt polluted life. All-judging Heav'n 

Who knows my crimes, has ſeen my ſorrow for them. 
Haft. No more of this dull ſtuff. Tis time enough 

Lo whine and mortify thyſelf with penance, 

When the decaying ſenſe is pall'd with pleaſure, 

And weary nature tires in her laſt ſtag e: 

Then weep and tell thy beads, when alt'ring rheums 

Have ſtain'd the luſtre of thy ſtarry eyes, 

And failing palſies ſhake tliy wither'd hand, 


The preſent moments claim x more gen'rous uſe ; . a 
Pi Thy 


FAN - 


T hy beauty, night and ſolitude reproach me, 
For having talk'd thus long—Come let me preſs thee, 
[ Laying hold on ber. 
Pant on thy boſom, ſink into thy arms, 
And loſe myſelf in the luxurious fold. 

J. Sho. Never! by thoſe chaſte lights above, I ſwear, 
My ſoul ſhall never know pollution more; | 
Forbear, my Lord ! Here let me rather die, 

[ Kneeling. 


Let quick deſtruction overtake me here, 
And end my ſorrows and my ſhame for ever, 
Haſt. Away with this perver ſeneſs, —'tts too much; 

Nay, if you firive——'tis monſtrous affectation. 
[ Striving, 


J. Sbo. Retire! I beg you leave me 
Haft. Thus to coy it! 
With one who knows you too. 
J. $ho. For Mercy's ſake 
Haſt. Ungrateful woman! 1s it thus you pay 
My ſervices! 
F. Sbo. Abandon me to ruin 
Rather than urge me 5 
Haſt. This way to your chamber, {| Pulling her. 
There if you ſtruggle 
J. Sho. Help! Oh gracious Heav'n! | 
Help ! Save me! Help! [ Crying out. 
Enter Dumont „ be inter paſes. 
Dumo. My Lord! for honour's ſake 
Haft. Ha! what art thou ? Be gone! 
Dumo. My duty calls me 
Jo my attendance on my miſtreſs here. 
J. Sho. For pity let me go 
Halt. Avaunt : Baſe groom— 
At diſtance wait, and know thy office better, 
Dumb. Forego your hold, my Lord ! tis moſt un- 
This violence (manly - 
Haſt. Avoid the room this moment, | | 
Or I will tread thy foul out. 
Dumo. No, my Lord— | 
The common tics of manhood call me now, 
And bid me thus ſtand up in the defence 
Of an cppreſs d, unhappy helpleſs woman. 
Haſt. And doll thou know me, ſlave 2 
A 5 ö Dame. 
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Dum. Yes, thou proud Lord! 
I know thee well, know thee with each advantage, 
Which wealth, or power, or noble birth can give thee. 
I know thee too for one who ſtains thoſe honours, 
And blots a long illuſtrious line of anceſtry, 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a woman. 

Ha. Tis wond'rous well! I ſee my ſaint like dame, 
You ſtand provided of your braves and ruffians, 


To man your cauſe, and bluſter in your brothel. 


Dumo. Take back the foul reproach, unmanner'd 
No urge oy rage too far, left thou ſhouldft find [ railer ; 
I have as daring ſpirits in my blood | 
As thou, or any of thy race e'er boaſted ; 

And tho? no guady titles grac'd my birth, 
(Titles, the ſervile courtier's lean reward, 
Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft [phants, ] 
The hire which greatleſs gives to ſlaves and ſyc o- 
Yet Heaven that made me honeſt, made me more 
Than ever King did when he made a Lord. 
Haſt. Infolent villain ! henceforth let this teach thee. 

| - [Draws and frites him. 
The diftance *twixt a peaſant and a prince. 

 Dumo. Nay then, my Lord! [drawing.] learn you 

by this, how well | 
An arm reſolv'd can guard its maiter's life. 
[ T hey fight. 
J. Sho. Oh my diſtracting fears! hold, for ſweet 
Heaven. | | | 
{ They ght, Dumont di/arms Lord Haſtings. 
Haſt. Confuſion | baffled by a baſe-born hind ! 
Dumo. Now, haughty Sir, where is our difference 
Your life is in my hand, and did not honour, [now ? 
'The gentleneſs of blood and inborn virtue 
(Howe'er unworthy J may ſeem to you) 
Plead in my boſom, I ſhould take the forfeit. 
But wear your ſword again; and -k»-ow, a Lord 
Oppos'd againſt a man is but a man. | 
Haft. Curſe on my failing hand! your better fortune 
Has given you ' vantage o'er me; but perhaps 
Your triumph may be bought with dear 2 
| | | xtt. 
J. Sho. Alas; what have you done? know you the 
The mightineſs that waits upon this Lord? . 
5 ; 11. 
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Dum. Fear not, my worthieſt miſtreſs; *tis a cauſe, 
In which Heaven's guard ſhall wait you. O purſue, 
Purſue the ſacred counſels of your ſoul, 

Which urge you on to virtue ; let not danger, 

Nor the incumbring world, make faint your purpoſe. . 
Aſſiſting Angels ſhall conduct your ſteps, | 
Bring you to bliſs, and crown your end with peace. 

7. Sho. O that my head were laid, my fad eyes 
And my cold corſe wound in my ſhroud to reſt; [clos'd, 
My painful heart will never ceaſe to beat, 

Will never know a moment's peace till then, _ 

Dum. Would you be happy ? leave this fatal place, 
Fly from the court's pernicious neighbourhood ; _ 
Where innocence is fham'd, and bluſhing modeſty 
Is made the ſcorner's jeſt; where hate, deceit, 

And deadly ruin, wear the maſques of beauty, 
And draw deluded fools with ſhows of pleaſure. 

J. $ho, Where ſhould J fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
Of friends, and all the means of hfe bereft ? 

Dum. Belmour, whoſe friendly care ſtill wakes to 
Has found you out a little peaceful refuge, ¶ ſerve you, 
Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 

Within an ancient foreſt's ample verge, | 
'There ſtands a lonely, but a healthful dwelling, 
Built for convenience, and the uſe of life : 
Around it fallows, meads, and paſtures fair, 

A little garden, and a limpid brook, | 
By nature's own contrivance feem'd diſpos'd ; 
No neighbours, but a few poor ſimple clowns, 
Honeſt and true, with a well-meaning Prieſt : 
No faction or domeſtick fury*s rage, 

Did &er diſturb the quiet of that place, 

When the contending nobles ſhook the land 

With Yer# and Lancaſter's diſputed ſway. 
Your virtue there may find a ſafe retreat 

From the inſulting powers of wicked greatneſs. 

FJ. Sho. Can there be ſo much happineſs in Rore ? 
A cell like that is all my hopes aſpire to. 
Haſte then, and thither let us take our flight, 
Ere the clouds gather, and the wintry ſky 
Deſeends in ſtorms to intercept our paſſage. 

Dum. Will you then go? You glad my very ſoul! 
Baniſh your fezrs, caft all your cares on me; 
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Plenty, and eaſe, and peace of mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter days of life moſt happy. 
Oh, lady! but I muſt not, cannot tell you, 

How anxious J have been for all your dangers, 

And how my heart rejoices at your ſafety. 

59 when the ſpring renews the flowery field, 

And warns the pregnant nightingale to build, 

She ſeeks the ſafeſt ſhelter of the wood, | 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful brood ; 
Were no rood ſwains her ſhady cell may know, 
No ſerpents climb, nor blaſting winds may blow); 
Fond of the choſen place, ſhe views it o'er, 

Sits there, and wanders thro? the grove no more: 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returmng night, 

And loves it with a mother's dear delight, [| Exeunt. 


End of the ſecond Act. 


x:C TI” 
SCENE e Cour. 


Enter Alicia , a paper. 


N paper, to the great Protector's hand, 
With care and ſecrecy muſt be convey'd ; 

His bold ambition now avows its aim 

To piuck the crown from Edævard's infant brow, 

And fix it on his own, I know he holds 

My faithful Haftings, adverſe to his hopes, 

And much devoted to the orphan King; 

On that I build: Ihis paper meets his doubts, 

And marks my hated rival as the cauſe, 

Of Haſtings zeal for his dead maſter's ſons, 5 

Oh jealouty ! thou bane of pleaſing friendſhip, . 

Thou worlt invader of our tender booms; _ 

How. does thy rancour poiſon all our ſoſtneſe? 

And turn our gentle natures into bitterneſs ? 3 

See where ſhe comes! Once my heart's deareſt pleſſing, 

Now my chang'd eyes are blaſted with her beauty, 

Loath that known face, and ſicken to bchold 4p 
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Cee: 0». B42 jab INC | 
J. Sho. Now whither ſhall I fly, to find relief? 
What charitable hand will aid me now ? 
Will-ſftay my failing ſteps, ſupport my ruins, 
And heal my wounded mind with balmy comfort ? 
Oh, my Alicia! | | 
Alic. What new grief is this? 
What unforeſeen misfortune has ſurpriz'd thee, 
That thus racks thy tender heart? 
J. SHo. Oh! Dumont / 
Alic. Say? what of him? : 
J. Sho. That friendly, honeſt man, 
Whom Bellnour brought of late to my aſſiſtance, 
On whoſe kind cares, whoſe diligence and faith, 
My ſureſt truſt was built, this very morn 
Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel hand of po-. er, 
Forc'd from my houſe, and borne away to priſon. 
Alec. To priſon, ſaid you! can you gueſs the cauſe ? 
J. Sho. Too well, I fear. His bold defence of me, 
Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 
Alic. Lord Haſtings ! ha 
J. Sho. Some fitter time muſt tell thee _ 
The tale of my hard hap. Upon the preſent 
Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining hopes. 
Within this paper is my ſuit contain'd ; 
Here, as the princely Gloſter paſſes forth, 
J wait to give it on my humble knees, 
And move him for redreſs. 1 
[ She gives the paper to Alicia, who opens 
and ſeems to read it. 
Alic. [ Afide.] Now for a wile, f 
To ſting my thoughtleſs rival to the heart; 
To blaſt her fatal beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjur'd Haſtings eyes: 
The wanderer may then look back to me, 
And turn to his forſaken home again: 
Their faſhions are the fame, it cannot fail. Na 
| | [ Pulling out the other paper, 
J. Sho. But ſee the great protector comes this way, 
Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 5 
Give me the paper, friend. » 
lic, [ Afide.] For love and vengeance !_ 
[ She gives her the other paper, 
| Enter 
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Euter the Dute of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, 


Cateſpy, Courtiers, and other attendants. | 
J. Sho. [ Kneeling.) O noble Glefter, turn thy gra- 
I-cline thy pitying eye to my complaint, [cious eye, 
A poor undone, forſaken, helpleis woman, 
Jntreats a little bread for charity, ME 
To feed her wants, and ſave her lite from periſhing. 
GI. Ariſe, fair dame, and dry your wat'ry eyes. 
[ Receiving the paper and raiſing her. 
Beſhrew me, but 'twere pity of his heart. 
That could refuſe a boon to ſuch a ſuitreſs. 
Y'have got a noble friend to be your advocate; 
A worthy and right gentle Lord he 1s, 
And to his truſt moſt true. This preſent now, 
Some matters of the tate detain our leiture ; 
Thoſe once deſpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 
And give your griefs redreſs. Go to, be cotnforted. 
J. Sho. Good Heav'ns repay your Highneſs for this 
And ſhow'r down bleflings on your princely head. [pity 
Come my Alicia, reach thy friendly arm, | 
And help me to ſupport that feeble frame; 
That nodding totters with oppreſſive woe, 
Ane ſinks beneath its load. _ | 
FOE _ [ Exeunt Jane Shore and Alicia. 
Gly. Now by my Holidame ! = 
Heavy of heart ſhe ſeems, and fore afflicted. 
But thus it is when rude calamity 
Lays its ftrong gripe upon theſe mincing minions ; 
The dainty gew-gaw forms difolve at once, 
And ſhiver at the ſhock. What fays her paper ? 
| l [ Seeming to read. 
Ha! What is this ?. Come nearer Ratcliffe, Carr/ty ! 
Mark the contents, and then divine the meaning: 
SO | 3 Ie reads 
Wonder not, princely SClaſter, at the notice 
This paper brings you from a friend unknon; 
Lord Haſtings has inclin'd to call you maſter, 
And kneel to Richard, as to Englaud's King; 
Bat Shore's bewitching wife miſſeads his heart. 
And draws his ſervice to King Edvard" fons: 
Drive her away, you break the charm that holds him, 
And he, and all his pow'rs attend on you. 
Ratc. Tis wondeetult !! 


Cate, 
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Cate. The means by which it came, 

Vet ſtranger too; 

Gl:/. You ſaw it giv*n but now. 

Ratc. She could not know the purport. 

Gl:{. No, *tis plain—— 
che knows it not, it levels at her life; 

Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high matters, 
The meddling harlot ! dear ſhe ſhould abide it. 

Cate. What hand ſoe'er it comes from, be agur'd, 
It means your Highneſs well 
| Glo/. Upon the inſtant, 

Lord Haſtings will be here; this morn I mean 
To prove him to the quick; then if he flinch, | 
No more but this, away with him at once, 
He muſt be mine or nothing But he comes! 
Draw nearer this way and obſerve me well. 
[ T hey whiſper. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Hat. This fooliſh woman hangs about my heart, 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy ſtill; 
This coyneſs is put on, tis art and cunning, 
And worn to urge deſfire—T muſt poſſeſs her; 
The groom, who lifts his ſaucy hand againſt me, 
Ere this is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps c'en ſhe may profit by th' example, 
And teach her bcauty not to ſcorn my power. 
Glo. This do, and wait me ere the council ſits, 
[ Exeunt Ratcliffe and Cateſby. 
My Lord, you're well encounter'd; here has been, 
A fair petitioner this morning with us ; 
Believe me ſhe has won me much to pity her : 
Alas! her gentle nature was not made - 
To buffet with adverſity, I told her, 
How worthily her cauſe you had befriended ; 
How much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
That you had ſpoke, and all things ſhould be well. 
Hat. Your Highneſs binds me ever to your ſervice. 
Glo. You know your friendſhip is moſt potent with 
And ſhares our power. But of this enough, [us, 
For we have other matters for your ear : 
The Rate is out of tune; diſtracting fears, 
And jealous doubts jar in our public councils; 
Amidſt the wealthy city, murmurs rife, 
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So JANE SHORE, 
L-ud railings, an! reproach, on thoſe that rule, 
With open ſcorn of government; hence credit, 
And public truſt *twixt man and man are broke. 


Ihe golden ſtreams of commerce are withheld, 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds, and artizans, 


Who therefore curſe the great, and threat rebellion. 


Haſt. The reſly knaves are over-run with eaſe, 
As plenty ever is the nurſe of faction: | 
If in good days, like theſe, the headſtrong herd 
Grow madly wanton and repine; it is 
Becauſe the reins of power are held too ſlack, 
And reverend authority of late 
Has worn a face of mercy more than juſtice. 

G1 Beſhrew my heart! but you have well divin'd 
The ſource of theſe diſorders. Who can wonder 
If riot and miſrule o'erturn the realm, 

When the crown ſits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainly to ſpeak 3 hence comes the general cry, 


And ſum of all complaint: Twill ne'er be well 


With England (thus they talk) while children govern. 


Hat. Tis true the King is young; but what of that ? 
We feel no want of Edward's riper years, 
While Gloſter's valour, and moſt princely wiſdom, 
So well ſupply our infant Sov'reign's place, 
His youth's ſupport, and guardian of his throne. 

G/y/. The council (much Pm bound to thank 'em 
Have plac'd a pageant ſceptre in my hand, [ for”s 
Barren of power, and ſubje& to control; 


Scorn'd by my foes, and uſeleſs to my friends. 


Oh, worthy Lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think, I ſhould not ſuffer rank offence 

At large to lord it in the common-weal? 
Nor would the realm be rent by diſcord thus, 

Thus fear and doubt betwixt diſputed titles. | 
Haft. Of this I am to learn; as not ſuppoſing _ 
A doubt like this 

Glo/. Ay, marry, but there is 
And that of much concern. Have you not heard 
How on a late occaſion, Doctor Shaw 3 
Has mov'd the people much about the lawfulneſs 
Of Edward's iſſue? By right grave authority 
Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 


A baſtard ſcion never ſhould be graf ed. 


Upon 
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Upon a royal ſtock; from thence, at full 
Diſcourſing on my brother's former contract 
To Lady Eli/abeth Lucy, long before 
His jolly match with that ſame buxom widow 
The Queen he left behind him 
Haft. III befall | 
Such meddling prie. s, who kinale up confuſion, 
And vex the quiet world with their vain fcruples ; 
By Heaven *tis done in perfect ſpite of peace. 
Did not the King, | 
Our royal maſter Edward, in concurrence 
With his eſtates aſſembled, well determine {| forward ? 
What courſe the ſov'reign rule ſhould take hence- 
When ſhall the deadly heat of faction ceaſe, | 
When ſhall our long-divided land have reſt, 
If every peeviſh, - moody malecontent 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs rabble in an uproar ? 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains, 
Each day with ſome fantaſtic giddy change ? 
Glo. What if ſome patriot for the public good, 
Should vary from your ſcheme, new mould the ſtate? 
Haſt. Curſe on the innovating hand attempts it! 
Remember him, the villain, righteous Heav'n 
In thy great day of vengeance: Blaſt the traitor, 
And his pernicious counſels; who for wealth, 
For power, the pride of greatneſs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars. 
Glo. You go too far, my Lord, 
Haſt. Your Highneſs* pardon— 
Have we ſo ſoon 3 tho days of ruin, 
When York and Lancaſter drew forth the battles ; 
When, like a matron, butcher'd by her ſons, 
And caſt beſide ſome common way a ſpectacle 
Of horror and affright to paſſers by, 
Dur groaning country bled at every vein ; 
When murders, rapes, and maſſacres prevail'd ; 
When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd ; 
When inſolence and barbariſm triumph'd, 
And ſwept away diſtinction; peaſants trod 
Upon the necks of nobles; low were laid 
The reverend croſier, and the holy mitre, 
And deſolation cover'd all the land; | 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
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Here vow to ſheath a dagger in his heart, 
Whoſe damn'd ambition would renew thoſe horrors, 
And ſet, once more, the ſcene of blood before us ? 
SIe. How now! ſo hot! 
 Haſt. So brave, and ſo reſolv de. FR 
Gl-/. Is then our friendſhip of ſo little moment, 
"That you could arm your hand againſt my life?? 
Haft. I hope your Highneſs does not think I meant it, 
No, Heaven forbid that e'er your princely perſon 
Should come within the ſcope of my reſentment. 
Glo. Oh noble Haftings! nay, I muſt embrace you; 
By holy Paul! you're a right honeſt man ; 
The time is full of danger and diſtruſt, 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for jealouſy bh: light ſurmiſe, _ 
If, when [ meant to lodge you next my heart, 
I put your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty, 
And live your King and country's beſt fupport : 
For me, I aſk no more than honour gives, 2M 
To think me your's, and rank me with your friends. 
Haft. Accept what thanks a grateful heart ſhould pay. 
Oh! princely G/ofter / judge me not ungentle, 
Of manners rude, and inſolent of ſpeech, -. - 
If when the public ſafety is in queſtion, , 
My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. 
Glo/. Enough of this: To deal in wordy compliment 
Is much againſt the plamneſs of my nature; Nov 
I judge you by myſelf, a clear true ſpirit, - 852 
And, as ſuch, once more join you to my boſom; 
Farewel, and be my friend. [Exit Gloſter. 
Haſt. T am not read, | 9 
Nor ſkill'd and practis'd in the arts of greatneſs, 
To kindle thus, and give a ſcope to naſſion: 
The Duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 
Eben on the tend'reſt point; the maſter-ſtring 
That makes moſt harmony or diſcord to me. 
I own the glorious ſubject fires my breaſt, 
And my ſoul's darling paſſion ſtands confeſt; 
Beyond or love's or friendſhip's ſacred band, 
Beyond myſelf I prize my native land :. 
On this foundation would I build my fame, 
And emulate the Greek and Roman name RY 
| nin 
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Think England” peace bought cheaply with my blood, 
and die with pleaſure for my country's good. Exit. 
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A'C'T iu. 
SCENE continues. 
Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Ratcliffe, and Cateſby. 
G1. HIS was the ſum of all; that he would 


No alteration in the preſent ſtate, [brook 


Marry! at laſt, the teſty gentleman 

Was almoſt mov'd to bid us bold defiance ; 
But there I dropt the argument, and changing 
The firſt deſign and purport of my ſpeech, 

I prais'd his good affection to young Edavard, 
And left him to believe my thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in this fore-mention'd matter, 


As nothing bound or truſting to his friendſhip. 7 


Rat.. Ill does it thus befall. I could have wiſh'd 
This Lord had ſtood with us. His friends are wealthy, 
Thereto, his own poſſeſſions large and mighty; 

The vaſſals and dependants on his power 

Firm in adherence, ready, bold, and many ; 
His name has been of *vantage to your Highneſs, 
And food our preſent purpoſe much in ſtead. 

60%. This wayward ped. perverſe declining from us, 
Has warranted at full the friendly notice, 

Which we this morn receiv'd. I hold it certain 
'Phis puling whining harlot rules his reaſon, 
And prompts his zeal for Edward's baſtard brood. 

Cate. If ſhe have ſuch dominion o'er his heart, 

And turn it at her will, you rule her fate; 
And ſhould by inference and apt deduction, 
Be arbiter of his. Is not her bread 
'The very means immediate to her being, | 
The bounty of your hand? Why does ſhe live, 
If not to yield obedience to your pleaſure, 
To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command? 
Kate. Let her inſtruct , er tongue to bear your meſ- 
Teach every grace to ſmile in your behalf, [ ſage £ 
| And 
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164 JANE SHORE. 
And her deluding eyes to gloat for you ; 


His duttile reaſon will be wound about, 
Be led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, 
Receive the yoke, and yield exact obedience. 
Glo. Your counſel likes me well, it ſhall be follow d; 
She waits without, attending on her ſuit. 
Go, call her in, and leave us here alone. | | 
LL. [ Exeunt Ratliffe and Cateſby, 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy ſcorn, _ 
Who leaves the guidance of imperial manhood 
To ſuch a paltry piece of ſtuff as this is! 
A moppet made of prettineſs and pride; 
That oftner does her giddy fancies change, 
'Fhan glittering dew-drops in the ſun do colours, | 0 
Now ſhame upon it! Was our reaſon given 
For ſuch a uſe! To be thus puff*d about 
Like a dry leaf, an idle ftraw, a feather, 
The ſport of every whiffling blaſt that blows ? 
Beſhrew my heart, but it is wond'rous ſtrange ; 
Sure there is ſomething more than witchcraſt in them, 
That maſters e'en the wiſeſt of us all. 
3 | Enter Jane Shore. | 
Oh! you are come moſt fitly. We have ponder'd 
On this your grievance . And tho? ſome there are, 
Nay, and cho great ones too, who would enforce 
The rigour of our power to afflict you, 
And bear a heavy hand, yet fear not you, 
We've ta'en you to our favour ; our protection 
Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from miſhap. 
F. Sho. The bleſſings of a heart with anguiſh broken, 
And reſcued from deſpair, attend your Highneſs, 
Alas! my gracious Lord! what have I done 
To kindle ſuch relentleſs wrath againſt me? 
If in the days of all my paſt offences, | 
When moſt my heart was lifted with delight, 
If J withheld my morſel from the hungry, 
Forgot the widow's want, and orphan's cry; 
If I have known a good I have not ſhar'd, 
Nor call'd the poor to take his portion with me, 
Let my worſt enemies ſtand forth, and now + 
Deny the ſuccour which J gave not then. | 
Gl Marry there are, tho? I believe them not, 
Who ſay you meddle in affair, of ſtate: | 1 
bat 
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That you preſume to prattle, like a buſy-body 
Give your advice, and teach the Lords o' th' council 
What fits the order of the common-weal. 

F. Sho. Oh that the buſy world, at leaſt in this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me 
None then would waſte their hours in foreign thoughts, 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their peace, 
To tread the mazes of fantaſtic falſhood, 
To haunt her idle ſounds, and flying tales, 
Thro' all the giddy noiſy courts of rumour ; > 
Malicious ſlander never would have leiſure 
To ſearch with prying eyes for faults abroad, 
If all, like me,  confider'd their own hearts, 
And wept the ſorrows which they found at home, 

Gloft. Go to! I know your power, and tho” I truſt 
To ev'ry breath of fame, I'm not to learn [ not, 
That Haſtings is profeſs'd your loving vaſſal, — 
But fair befall your beauty : Uſe it wiſely, 

And it may ſtand your fortunes much in ſtead; 

Give back your forfeit land with large increaſe, 

And place you high in ſafety and in honour : 

Nay, I could point a way, the which purſuing, 

You ſhall not only bring yourſelf advantage, 

But give the realm much worthy cauſe to thank you. 
F. Sho. Oh! where or how?—Can my unworthy 
Become an inſtrument of good to any? ' [hand 
Inſtruct your lowly ſlave, and let me fly | 
To yield obedience to your dread command. | 

Gloſ. Why, that is well faid—Thus then—Obſerve 
The ſtate, for many high and potent reaſons, [me well, 
Deeming my brother Zawar#”s ſons unfit 8 
For the imperial weight of England's crown W 

J. Sho. Alas ! ſof pix Aide 

G1. Therefore have reſoly'd 
To ſet afide their unavailing infancy, 

And veſt the ſov'reign rule in abler hands. 
This, tho? of great importance to the public, 
Haſtings, for very peeviſhneſs and ſpleen, 
Does ſtubbornly oppoſe. ' * . 

J. Sho. Does he! does Haſtings ! 

Gl. Ay, Haſtings. © ff N | 

J. Sho. Reward him for the nobledeed, juſt heavens : 
For this one action guard him and diſtinguiſh him 

555 EY | With 
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With ſignal mercies, and with great deliverance, 
Save him from wrong, adverſity, and ſhame, 
Let never-fading honours flouriſh round him, 
And conſecrate his name e'en to time's end: 
Let him know nothing elſe but good on earth, 
And everlaſting bleſſedneſs hereafter. / 

Glo. How now ]! 7 in 

J. Sho. The poor forſaken, royal little ones! 
Shall they be left a prey to ſavage power ? 

Can they liſt up their harmleſs hands in vain, 

Or cry to heaven for help and not be heard? 
Impoſſible! O gallant, generous Haſtings, 

Go on, purſue ! Aſſert the ſacred cauſe: 
Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling providence, 
And ſave the e r from oppreſſion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing prayers, 
And warring angels combat on thy fide. | 

Gly. You're paſſing rich in this ſame heav'nly ſpeech, 

And ſpend it at your pleaſure. Nay, but mark me 
My favour is not bought with words like theſe. 

Go to—you'll teach your tongue another tale. 

FJ. Sho. No, tho” the royal Edvard has undone me, 
He was my King, my gracious maſter ſtill; | 
He lov'd me too, tho' twas a guilty flame, 

And fatal to my peace, yet ſtill he lov'd me; 

With fondneſs, and with tenderneſs he doated, 

Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my ſmiles. 

And can I—oh my heart abhors the thought; 
Stand by, and ſee his children robb'd of right? [ther ; 

Glo/. Dare not, e'en for thy ſoul, to thwart me fur- 
None of your arts, your feigning, and your foolery, 
Your dainty ſqueamiſh coying it to me. | | 
Go—to your Lord, your paramour, begone ; 

Liſp in his ear, hang wanton on his neck, 

And play your monkey gambols o'er to him: 

You know. my puapoſe, . look that you purſue it, 

And make him yield obedience to my will. 

Do it—or woe upon thy harlet's head. | | 

J. Sho. Oh that my tongue had every grace of ſpeech, 
Great and commanding as the breath of Kings, 
Sweet as the poet's numbers, and prevailing 
As ſoft perſuaſion to a love- ſick maid, 
That J had art and eloquence divine, 
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y my duty to my maſter's aſhes, 
Anke. lead till death the cauſe of injur'd innocence 
— Ha! "G08 thou brave me, minion doſt thou 
1 ö 
How vile, how vary 8 my pow r can make thee? 
That I can let looſe fear, diſtreſs, and famine, | 
To hunt thy eo like hell hounds, thro? the var; 
That I can place thee in ſuch abject Rate, | 
As help — fad thee; where an 
Thou ſhalt fit down, and gnawy the earth for We 
Groan to the pitileſs winds without return, 
Howl like the midnight wolf amidſt the deſart, 
And curſe thy life in bitrerneſs of miſery ? 

J. Sho. Let me be branded for che public ſcorn, 
Turn'd forth, and driven to wander like a een. 
Be friendleſs and forfaken, ſeck my bread 
Upon the barren wild, and deſolate waſtd, 

Feed on my ſighs, and drink my falling tears ; 
Ere J conſent to teach my lips injuftice, | 
Or wrong the orphan Who has 'none to ſave him. 

Glo. Tis well we' try the tem per of your heart. 
What hoa ! who Waits without? 

Enter Ratcliffe, Cate ſpy, end attendants. | 5 

Nat. Your Highneſs pleaſure 85 
5 Glo. Go ſome of you, and turn this ſtrumpet forth; 

S purn her into the ſtreet, there let her periſh, 
And rot upon a dunghill. Thro' the city 

See it proclaim'd, That none, on pain of death, 
Preſume to give her comfort, food, or harbour; 
Who miniſters the ſmalleſt comfort, dies. 

Her houſe, her coſtly furniture, and wealth, 
The purchaſe of her looſe luxurious life, | 
We ſeize on for the profit of the ate. 
Away ! be 

F. Sho. rel moſt righteous Ide 
Humbly, behold, I bow myſelf to thee, - 
And own thy juſtice 5 in this hard decree; , _ + 
No longer then my ripe offences ſpare, EN EETEC 
But what I merit let me learn to bear. r 
Vet ſince tis all my wretchedneſs can | cope 
For my paſt — my forfeit life receive; 

No pity for my ſuff rings here I crave, 7 
a only hope forgiveneſs in the m— 85 
Exit Jane St Shore, guarded by Cateſby 5 4 cehers 
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G1. So much for this. Your project's at an end: 
| [Zo Ratcliffe, 

This idle toy, this halding ſcorns my power, 

And ſets us all at nought. See that a guard 

Be ready at my call. 497 Hol < 
Ratc. The council waits | 2 

Upon your Highneſs leiſure. 
G1. Bid em enter. __ 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, Earl of * Biſhop 
of 85 Lord Haſtings, and others, as to the conncil. 
The Duke of Glo'ſter ien his place at the _ 1 
then the reſt fit. 

Der. In happy time are we aſſembled here, 

To point the day, and ſix the ſolemn pompp- 

For placing England's crown with all due rites, 

Upon our ſovereign Edward's youthful brow. 

Haft. Some buiy meddling knaves tis ſaid there are, 
As ſuch will ſtill be prating, who preſume _ 

To carp and cavil at his royal right ; 8 

Therefore J hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 

T' appoint the order of the coronation; 

So to approve our duty to the F 

And ſtay the ide of ſuch vain gainſayers. 

Der. We all attend to know your , s pleaſure, 

[ To Gloſter. 

Glo/. My 8 a ſet of worthy men e 
Prudent and juſt, and careful for the ſtate 
Therefore to your moſt grave decgrmingtion;” 55 
J yield myſelf 1 in all things; and demand 
What puniſhment your wiſdom ſhall think wert 
T' inflict upon thoſe damnable contrivers,{ , 34 | 
Who ſhall with potions, charms, and witching droge, „ 
Practice againſt our perſon and our life. 

Haſt. So much I hold the King your Highnef debtor, 
So precious are you to the common-weal; '  ..\ 
That I preſume, not only for myſelf, 

But in behalf of theſe my noble brothers,. 5 4060 20 

To ſay, whoe'er they be, they merit death. Kut, 

we Then judge N convince yourceyes of 

Behold my arm, thus Wale! diy, and wither'd, 

5 - | Pulling 80 Pi, lee. 

Shrunk like a foul FLIER and decay'd, 

Like ſome un imely en a, the: n 45 — 
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Robb'd of its properties of ſtrength and office. 
This is the ſorcery of Edzvard's wife, 
Who in conjunction with That harlot Shore, 
And other like confederate midnight hags, 
By force of potent ſpells, of bloody characters, 
And conjurations horrible to hear, 
Call fiends and ſpectres from the yawning deep, 
And ſet the miniſters of hell at work, 
To torture and deſpoil me of my life. 
Haft. If they have done this deed 
Glo/. If they have done it! 
Ta!k'ſt thou to me of if's, audacious traitor! 
Thou art that ſtrumpet witch's chief abettor, 
The patron and comptroller of her miſchiefs, 
And join'd in this contrivance for my death. | 
Nay, ſtart not, Lords What ho! a guard there, Sirs! 
| | "ah Enter a Guard. | 
Lord Haſtings, J arreſt thee of high-treaſon, 
Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away, 
He ſhall not live an hour. By holy Paul! 
J will net dine before his head be brought me: 
Ratclife, ſtay you, and fee that it be done. 
The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. | 
Exeunt Gloſter, and Lords following, 
Manet Lord Haſtings, Ratcliffe, and guard. 
Hat. What! and no more but this—how, to the 
ſcaffold ! 
Oh gentle Ratelie ! tell me, do I hold thee? 
Or if I dream, what ſhall I do to wake, 
To break, to ſtruggle thro? this dread confuſion ? 
For furely death 4tſelf is not fo painful 
As is this ſudden horror and ſurpriſe. { abſolute, 
Katc. You heard, the Duke's commands to me were 
Therefore, my Jord, addreſs you to your ſhrift, . 
With a!l good ſpeed you may. Summon your courage, 
And be yourſelf, for you mutt die this inſtant. 
Haſt. Yes, Ratcliffe, I will take thy friendly council, 
And die as a man ſhould ; *tis ſomewhat hard 
To call my ſcatter'd ſpirits home at once: 
But ſince waat muſt be, muſt be——let neceſſity 
Sappiy the place of time and preparation, 
And arm me for the blow. *'Tis but to die, 
Tis but to venture on that common hazard 
Vol. II. 1 Which 
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Which many a time in battle I have run; 
J'is but to do, what, at that very moment, 
In many nations of the peopled earth, ö 
A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me; 
Tis but to cloſe my eyes, and ſhut out day-light, 
To view no more the wicked ways of men, 
No longer to behold the tyrant Gleſter, 
And be a weeping witneſs of the woes, 
The deſolation, ſlaughter, and calamities, 
Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy land. 
Enter Alicia. 

Alic. Stand off! and let me paſs—I wil, Ii muſt, 
Catch him once more in theſe deſpairing arms, 
And hold him to my heart—Oh Haſtings, Haſtings ! 

Haſt. Alas! why com' thou at this dreadtul mo- 
To fill me with new terrors, new diſtractions, ment 
To turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd rage, 
And ſhock the peace of my departing foul ? 
Away ! I prithee leave me! 

Alic. Stop a minute.— 
»Till my full griefs find paſſage.— Oh the tyrant ! 
Perdition fall on Gl/o/fer's head and mine. 

Hof. What means thy frantic grief? 

Alic. I cannot ſpeak — —— 

But IJ have murder'd thee Oh I could tell thee ? 

Hast. Speak and give eaſe to thy conflicting paſſions 3 
Be quick nor keep me longer in ſuſpenſe, 
J'ime preſſes, and a thouſand crouding thoughts 
Break in at once; this way and that they ſnatch, 
They tear my hurry'd ſoul: All claim attention, 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak and leave 'me, 
For J have buſineſs would empoy | an age, 
And but a minute's time to get it done in. 

Alic. That, that's my grief—'tis I that urge thee on, 
Thus hunt thée to the toil, ſweep thee from carta, 
1 drive thee down this precipice of fate, 

Hat. Thy reaſon is grown wild. Could thy weak ha oF 

Bring on this migaty ruin? If it could, 
What have I done ſo grievous to thy ſoul, 
So deadly, ſo beyond the reach of pardon, 
That nothing but my life can make atonement ? 

Alic. Thy cruel ſcorn has ſtung me to the heart, 
And ſet my burning boſom all in flames: 
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Raving and mad I flew to my revenge, 
And writ I know not what——told the Protector, 
\ hat Shore's deteſted wife by wiles had won tlice, 
| To plot againſt his greatneſ——He behev'd it, 
(Oh dire event of my pernicious council) 
And while | meant deſtruction on her head, 
H' has turn'd it all on thine. 
Haft. Accurſed jealouſy ! ” 
| O mercileſs, wild and unforgiving fiend ! 
Blindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſh'd miſchief, 
And murders all it meets. Curt be its rage, ' 
For there is none ſo deadly; doubly curs'd 
Be all thoſe eaſy fools who give it harbor : 
Who turn a monſter looſe among mankind, 
Fiercer than famine, war, or ſpotted peſtilence; 
Baneful as death, and horrible as hell. [hood 

Alic. If thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own tall- 
Curſe the leud maxims of thy perjur*d ſex, | 
Which taught thee firft to laugh at Faith and Juſtice, 
To ſcorn the ſolemn ſanctity of oaths, 

And make a jeſt of a poor woman's ruin : 

Curſe thy proud heart, and thy inſulting tongue, 

That rais'd this fatal fury in my ical, 

And urg'd my vengeance to undo us both. 
Haft. Oh thou inhuman ! turn thy eyes away, 

And blaſt me not with their deſtructive beams? 

Why ſhould I curſe thee with my dying breath? 

Be gone! and let me ſigh it out in peace. 

Alic. Can'ſt thou—oh cruel Haftirgs, leave me thus! 
Hear me, I beg thee I conjure thee, hear me? 
While with an agonizing heart, I ſwear, 

By all the pangs I feel, by all the ſorrows 

1he terrors and deſpair thy loſs ſhall give me, 

My hate was on my rival bent alone. 

Oh! had L once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 

A danger to thy life, I would have died, | 

1 would have met it for thee, and made bare 

My ready faithful breaſt to ſave thee from it. [award, 

Haft. Now mark! and tremble at Heav'ns juit 
While thy inſatiate wrath and fell revenge WS 
Purſu'd the innocence which never wrong'd thee, 


Behold ! the miſchief falls on thee and me 5 3 
Y | Remorſe and heavineſs of heart ſhall wait theeg. Borg h 
Aud everlaſting anguith be thy portion? - 
| I 2 der 
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For me, the ſnares of death are wound about me, 
And now, in one poor moment, 1 am gone. 
On! if thou haſt one tender thought remaini ng 
| Fly to thy cloſet, fall apon thy knees, 
| And recommend my part:ng ſoul to mercy. 
Alic. Oh! yet, before I go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in gentleneſs and pity to me, [ Kneling, 
And in compaſſion of my ſtrong afffiction, 
Say, is it poſſible you can forgive 
The fatal raſhneſs of ungovern'd love ? 
For oh! 'tis certain, if I had not lov'd thee, 
Beyon ! my peace, my reaſon, fame and life, 
Dieſir'd to death, and doated to diſtraction, 
| This day of horror never ſhould have known us. 
Hat. Oh! riſe and let me huſh thy ſtormy ſorrows, 
| c KRaiſing hir. 
Aſſuage thy tears, for I will chide no more, | 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair one. 
I ſee the hand of Heav'n is arm'd againſt me, 
Ard, in myſterious providence, decrecs 
| To puniſh me by thy miſtaking hand. | 
Mott righteous doom! for, Oh! while I behold thee, 
Thy wrongs riſe up in terrible array, 
And charge thy ruin on me ; thy fair fame, 
'Thy ſpotleſs beauty, innocence, and youth, 
Diſhhonor'd, blafted and betray'd by me. 
Alic. and does thy heart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh! that inhuman G/7:er could be moy'd, 
But half fo eaſily as I can pardon !_ 
Haſt. Here then exchange we mutually forgiveneſs, 
So may the guilt of all my broken vows, 
My perjunies to thee be all forgotten, 
s here my ſoul acquits thee of my death, 
As here I part without one angry thought, 
As here!] leave thee with the ſofteſt tenderneſs. 
Aournmg the chance of our diſaſtrous loves, 
And begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee. 
Nate. My Lord, diſpatch; the Duke has tent to 
chide me | 
For loit'ring in my duty. 
Haß. J obey. | 
+ Mic Inſatiate, ſavage monſter ! Is a moment 
So: tegiors to tiiy malice? Oh! repay him, 
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Thou great avenger, give him blood for blood: him! 
Guilt haunt him] Fiends purſue him! Lightnings blaſt 
Some horrid, curſed kind of death oꝰertake him, 
Sudden, and in the fulneſs of his fins ! 

That he may know how terrible it is, 

To want that moment he denies thee now. 

Haft. Tis all in vain, this rage that tears thy boſom ; 
Like a poor bird that flutters in its cage, | 
Thou beats thyſelf to death. Retire, I beg thee ; 

To ſee thee thus, thou know'ſt not how it wounds me, 
Thy agonies are added to my own, 
And make the burthen more than I can bear. 
Farewel—Good angels viſit thy afflictions, 
And bring thee peace and comfort from above. 
lic. Oh! ſtab me to the heart, ſome pitying hand, 
Now ſtrike me dead | 
Haſt. One thing I had forgot— 
I charge thee by our preſent common miſeries, 
By our paſt loves, if yet they have a name, 
By all thy hopes of peace here and hereatter, 
Let not the rancour of thy hate purſue 
The innocence of thy unhappy friend: [her, 
Thou know'ſt who tis I mean; oh! ſhould'ſt thou wrong 
Juſt heaven ſhall double all thy woes upon thee, 
And make em know no end—Remember this 
As the laſt warning of a dying man: 
Farewel for ever! [The guards conduct Haſtings of 
Alic. For ever? oh! for ever! 
Oh! who can bear to be a wretch for ever ! 
My nval too! his laſt thoughts hung on her: 
And, as he parted, left a bleſſing for her, 
Shall ſhe be bleſt, and I be curſt, for ever! 
No; ſince her fatal beauty was the cauſe 
Of all my ſuf ring, let her ſhare my pains : 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry joy forlorn, 
Devote the hour when ſuch a wretch was born : 
Like me, to deſarts and to darkneſs run, | 
Abhor the day, and curſe the golden ſun ; 
Caſt ev'ry good, and ev'ry hope behind; 
Deteſt the works of nature, loathe mankind : | 
Like me, with cries diſtracted fill the air; | | 


Tear her poor boſom, rend her frantic hair ; 
And prove the torments of the laſt deſpair, , [ Exit. 
13 ACF 
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K T. 
SCENE. | The Street. 
Euter Belmour aud Dumont cr Shore. 


Shore. OU ſaw her then? 

Bel. 1 met her as returning 
In ſolemn penance from the public croſs: 
Before ker, certain raſcal ofticers, 
Slaves in authority, the knaves of juſtice, - 
roclaim'd the tyrant Gloſter's cruel orders. 
Oa either fide her march'd an ill-look'd prieft, 
Who, with ſevere, with horrid haggard eyes, 


Did ever and anon by turns upbraid her, 


And thunder in her trembling ear damnation. 
Around her, nutiberleſs the rabble flow'd, 
Shouldring each other, crowding for a view, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitying, but thoſe, alas! how few! 

The moſt, ſuch iron hearts we are, and ſuch 
The baſe barbarity of human kind, 

With inſolence and leud reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villamous hands. 


_ Gath'ring the filth from out the common ways 


To hurl upon her head. 
Shore. Inhuman dogs! 
How did ſhe bear it? 
Bel. With the gentleſt patience, 1 
Submiſſive, ſad, and lowly was her look; 
A burning taper in her hand ſhe bore, 
And oa her ſhoulders careleſsly confus'd, 
With looſe neglect her lovely treſſes hung; 
Upon her cheek a fainting fluſh was ſpread, 
Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with pain, 
While bare foot as ſhe trod the flinty pavement, 
Her footſteps all along were mark'd with blood. 
Yet ſilent ſtill ſhe paſs'd and unre pining; 
Her ſtreaming eyes bent ever on the earth, 
Except when in ſome bitter pang of ſorrow, 
To Heaven ſhe ſeem'd in fervent zeal to raiſe them, 
And beg that mercy man denied her here. 
Shure. Whew was thus piteous fight ? 


hats 


Bel. 
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Bel. Theſe. laſt two days. 
You know my care was wholly bent on you, 
To find the happy means of your dehv'rance, 
Which but for Ho/tings? death I had not gain'd. 
During that time, altho' I have not ſeen her, 
Yet divers truſty meſſengers I've ſent, 
To wait about, and watch a fit convenience 
To give her ſome relief; but all in vain : 
A churliſh guard attends upon her iteps, 
Who menace thoſe with death that bring her comfort, 
And drive all ſuccour from her. 

Shore. Let 'em threaten; 

Let proud oppreſſion prove its ſierceſt malice; 
So Heaven befriend my foul, as here 1 vow 
To give her help, and ſhare one fortune with ker. 

Hel. Mean you to fee her, thus, in) our own lodm f 

Shore, I de. - 

Bel. And have you thought upon the conſequence ? 

Shore. What is there I ſhould fear? | 

Bel. Have you examin'd 
Into your ipmoſt heart, and tried at leiſure 
Ihe ſev'ral ſecret ſprings that move the paſiions ? 

Has mercy ſix'd her empire there ſo ſure, 
That wrath and vengeance never may return? 
Can you reſume a huſband's name, and bid 
That wakeful dragon, fierce reſentment, fleep * 

Shore. Why doſt thou ſearch fo deep, and urge my 
To conjure up my wrongs to life again? [memory 
] have long labour'd to forget myſelf, 
To think on all time, backward, like a ſpace, 

Idle and void, where nothing e'cr had being; 
But thou haſt peopled it again; revenge 
And jealouſy renew their horrid forms, 
Shoot all their fires, and drive me to diſtraction. 
Bel. Far be the thought from me! my care was only 
Jo arm you for the meeting: Better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that name 
Recall forgotten rage, and make the huſband 
Deſtroy the gen'rous pity of Dumont.” £7 
Shore. Oh! thou haft ſet my buſy brain at work, 
And now ſhe muſters up a train of images, 
Which to preſerve mv neace ! had caſt aſide, 
And ſunk in deep oblivign—Oh that form 
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That angel face on which my dotage hung! 
How have I gaz'd upon her! 'till my foul 
With very eagerneſs went forth towards her, 
And iſſu'd at my eyes—Was there a gem 
Which the ſun ripens in the Indian mine, 
Or the rich boſom of the ocean yields, 


What was there art could make, or wealth could huy, 


Which I have left unſought, to deck her beauty? 
What could her King do more ?—And yet ſhe fled. 
Bel. Away with that ſad fancy.— | 

Shore, Oh! that day! 


The thought of it muſt live for ever with me. 


I met her, Bellinour, when the royal ſpoiler 

Bore her in triumph from my widow'd home! 
Within his chariot by his ſide ſhe fate, 

And liſten'd to his talk with downward looks; 

Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd aſide to glance, 

Her eyes encounter'd mine—Oh! then, my friend! 
Oh! who can paint my grief and her amazement ! 
As at the ſtroke of death, twice turn'd ſhe pale, 
And twice a burning crimſon bluſh'd all o'er her; 
Then with a ſhriek heart-wounding loud ſhe cried, 
While down her cheeks the guſhing torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her hands, which thus ſhe wrung— 
Mov'd at her grief, the tyrant raviſher, 

With courteous action woo'd her oft to turn; 
Earneſt he ſeem'd to plead ; but all in vain ; 

E'en to the laſt ſhe bent her ſight towards me, 

And follow'd me—till I had loſt myſelf. 

Bel. Alas! for pity! Oh! thoſe ſpeaking tears ! 
Could they be falſe ? Did ſhe not ſufter with ny ? 
And tho” the King by force poſſeſs'd her perſon, 
Her unconſenting heart dwelt fill with you? 

If all her former woes were not enough, 


. Look on her now, behold ker where ſhe wanders, 


Hunted to death, diſtreſs'd on every fide, 

With no one hand to help ; and tell me then, 

If ever miſery were known like her's ? | 
Shore. And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate frame 

Endure the beating of a ſtorm ſo rude ? 

Can ſhe, for whom the various ſeaſons. chang'd, 

To court her appetite, and crown her board, 


For whom the foreign vintages were preſs'd, 


Far 
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For whom the merchant ſpread his filken ſtores, 
Can ſhe—— 
Intreat for bread, and want the needful raiment, 
To wrap her ſhiv*ring boſom from the weather? 
When the was mine, no care came ever nigh her. 
I thought the gentleſt breeze that wakes the ſpring 
Too rough to breathe upon her; cheerfulneſs 
Danc'd all the day before her; and at might 

Soft ſlumber waited on her downy pillow 
| Now ſad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lies, 

Where piercing winds blow ſharp, and the chill rain 
Drops from ſome pent-houſe on her wreiched head, 
Drenches her locks, and kills her with the cold. 
It is too much—Hence with her paſt offences, 
They are aton'd at full Why ſtay we then? 

Oh! let us haſte, my friend, and find her out. 

Bel. Somewhere about this quarter of the town, 
I hear the poor abandon'd creature lingers : 

Her guard, though ſet with ſtricteſt watch to keep 
All food and friendſhip from her, yet permit her 
Jo wander in the ſtreets, there chooſe her bed, 
And reſt her head on what cold ftone ſhe pleaſes. 

Shore. Here let us then divide, each in his round 
To ſearch her ſorrows out; whoſe hap it is 
Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead 
Her fainting ſteps, and meet we here together. ¶ Exeunt. 

Euter Jane Shore, her hair hanging looſe on her ſpoul- 
ders, and bare footed, 

J. Sho. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur oh my ſoul, 
For are not thy tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs? 
Do they not cover thee like riſing floods, 

And preſs thee like a weight of waters down ? 

Does not the hand of righteouſneſs afflict thee ? 

And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſpall ſay 

To power Almghty, thou hait done enough ? 

Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance, ſtay ? 

Wait then with patience, till the circling hours 

Shall bring the time of thy appointed reſt, 

And lay tnee down in death. The hireling thus 

With labour drudges out the painful day, | 

And often looks with long- expecting eyes 

To ſee the ſhadows riſe, and be difmiſs'd. 

And hark! methinks the roar that late purſu'd me, 
| 1 5 Sinks 
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Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wind, 
And ſoſtens into ſilence. Does revenge 

And malice then grow weary and forſake me? 
DI guard too, that obſerv'd me ſail fo cloſe, 


Fire in the taſk of their inhuman office, 


And loiter far behind. Alas! I faint, 

3 y ſpirits fail at once This is the door 
Of my Alicia Bleſſed opportunity ! 

111 ſteal a little ſuccour from her goodneſs, 


Now while no eye obſerves me. 
[ She knocks at the door. 


Enter Serwant. 


Fs your lady, 
My gentle friend, at home ? Oh! bring m me to her. 
Ging in. 
Serv. Hold, miſtreſs, waither wou'd you ? 
I Putting her bacte 
J. Sho. Do you not know me? 
Sery I know you well, and know my orders too. 
You mult not enter here. 
J. Sho, Tell my Alicia, 
"is J would ſee her. 
Serv. She is ill at cafe, 
And will admit no viſitor. 
J. $50. But tell her | 
Tis I, her friend, the partner of her heart, 
Wait at the door and beg— 
Seru. Tis all in vain, 
Go hence, and howl to thoſe that will regard you. 
[ Shuts the door, and exit. 
J. Sho. It was not always thus; the time has been, 
When this unfriendly FRE, that bars my paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its hinges 
To give me entrance here ; when this good houſe 
_ pour'd forth all its dwellings to receive me; 
V/hen my approach has made a little holy-day, 
And ev'ry face was dreſs'd in ſmiles to meet me: 
But novw *tts otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 
Now curie me to my face; Why ſhould I wander, 
Stray further on, for J can die e'en here 
| [ She /its down at the door. 
Enter Alicia in di order; two ſervants following. 
Alic. What wretci art thou? whoſe miſery and baſe- 


Hangs on my door; whoſe hateful whine of woe [om 
rcaks 
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Breaks in upon my ſorrows, and diftracts 
My jarring ſenſes with thy beggar's cry ? 

F. Sho. A very beggar, and a wretch indeed 
One driven by firong calamity to ſeek 
For ſuccour here ; one periſhing for want; 

Whoſe hunger has not taſted food theſe three days; 
And humbly afts, for charity's dear ſake, 
A draught of water and a little bread, 

Alec. And doſt thou come to me, to me for bread ? 
I know thee not—Go—hunt for it abroad, 

Where wanton hands upon the carth have ſcatter'd it, 
Or cait it on the waters—Mark the eagle, 

And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed, 

And feek thy food with them — I know thee not. 

J. Sho. And yet there was a time, when my Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt bleſſing; 

And mourn'd that live long day ſhe pais'd without me, 
When pair'd like turtles we were ſtill together, 
When often as we pratiled arm in arm, 
Inclining fondly to me ſhe has ſworn, 
he lov'd me more than all the world beſide. 

Alc. Ha! ſay'ſt the! let me look upon thee well 
"Tis true—T know thee now— A miſctucf on thee ! 
Thou art that fatal fair, that curſed ſhe, | 
That ſet my brain a madding. Thou haſt robb'd me; 
"Thou haſt undone me—murder ! Oh my Haſtings l 
See his pale bloody head ſhoots glaring by me! 

Give him me back again, thou ſoft deluder, 
Thou beauteous witch | 

J. Soo. Alas! I never wrong'd you 
O! ten be good to me; have pity on me; 
Thou never knew I the bitterneſs of want, 
An! may” thou never kno it. Oh! beſtow 
Some poor remain, the voiding of thy table, 


ATi to lupport my famiſh'd foul. 
A 6 = TY ** 5 75 i 
Hic. Waunt! and come not near me 


329, To thy hand 
J trusted all, gave my whole ſtore to thee 
Nor de I ak it back, .allow me but 
The malleſt pittance, give me but to eat, 
Len fall down, and pcriſh here before thee. Edward, 
Alec. Nay! tell not me! Where is the King, thy 
DO | 1 6 And 
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And all the the {milling crying train of courtiers, 
That bent the knee before thee. 

F. Sho, Oh! for mercy !» 

Alic. Mercy! I know it not—for J am miſerable. 
I'll give thee mifery, for here ſhe dwells; > 
This is her houſe, where the ſun never dawns, 

The bird of night fits ſcreaming o'er the roof, 

Grim ſpectres tweep along the horrid gloom, 

And nougit is heard but wailings and lamentings. 
Hark ! ſomething cracks above; it ſhakes, it totters ! 
And ſee the nodding ruin falls to cruſh me! 
"Tis fall'n, 'tis here! I feel it on my brain! 

1 Serv. This fight diſorders her 

2 Serv. Retire, dear lady 
And leave this woman 
Alic. Let her take my council! 

Why ſhou!d'R thou be a wretch ? Stab, tear thy heart, 
And rid thyſelf of this detefted being, 

I will not linger long behind thee here. 

A wavirg flood of blueiſh fire ſwells o'cr me; 

And now 'tis out, ard I am drown'd in blood. 

Ha! what art thou! thou horrid headleſs trunk? 

It is my Heoſtings ! See! he waits me on! 

Away! I go! I fiy! I follow tee. 


But come not thou with miſchief- making beauty 


Lo interpoſe between us, look not on him, 
Giye thy fond arts and thy deluſions o'er ; 
For thou fhalt never, never part us more. 1 
| She runs off, her ſervants followthys. 
F. SHo. Alas! = raves; A wal, I ds N 
In mercy look upon her, gracious Heaven, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my journey's end; 
My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing ſhadows ſwim before my fight : 
I can no more, | /ie. dea] receive me thou cold earth 
Thou common parent, take me to thy boſom, 
And let me reſt with thee. 
| Enter Bellmeur. 
Bel. Upon the ground! 
Thy miſeries can never lay the lower. 
Look up, thou poor afflited one! thou mourner 
Whom none has comforted | Where are thy friends, 
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The dear companions of thy joy ful days, 
Whoſe hearts thy warm proſperity may glad, 
Whoſe arms were taught to grow like ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their boſoms ?—Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid, 
For ſure thou art the ſiſter of our loves, 
And nothing ſhall divide us—Now where are they ? 
J. Sho. Ah! Bellmour, where indeed! They ſtand 
And view my deſolation from afar ; [aloot, 
When they paſs by, they ſhake their heads in ſcorn, 
And cry, behold the harlot and her end! 
And yer thy goodneſs turns aſide to pity me! 
Alas! there may be danger, get thee gone ! 
Let me not pull a ruin on thy head, 
Leave me to die alone, for I am fall'n 
Never to riſe, and all relief 1s vain. 
Bel. Yet raiſe thy drooping head ; for I am come 
To chaſe away deſpair : behold ! where yonder 
That honeſt man, that faithful brave Dumont, 
Is haſting to thy al . 
F. Sho. Dumont { ha! where! 
[ Raifing herſelf, and locking about. 
Then heaven has heard my prayer, his very name 
Renews the ſprings of life, and chears my ſoul. 
Has he then *ſcap'd the ſnare ? | 
Bel. He has, but ſee 
He comes unlixe to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better angel's form, 
And come to viiit you with peace and pardon, 
| Enter Shore. | 
FJ. Sho, Speak, tell me! which is he? And oh! what 
This dreadful viſion] See it comes on me [would 
It is my huſband—AHh ! [ She fawocns, 
Shore. She faints ! ſupport her! 
Suſtain her head, while 1 infuſe this cordial 
Into her dying lips—from ſpicy drugs, 
"Rich herbs and flowers, the potent juice is drawn; 
With wondrous force it ftrikes the lazy ſpirits, 
Drives 'em around, and waken& life anew. 
Bel. Her weakneſs could not bear the ſtrong ſurpriſe, 
But fee, ſhe ſtirs! and the returning blood 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 
Upon her aſhy cheek - 
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Shore, So—pently raiſe her W feng her tp, 
F. Sho. Ha! what art thou! B. nen, 
Bel. How fare you, lady? 5 
F. Spo. My heart is thrill'd with horror— 
Bel. Be of ot e 

Your huſband lives! *Tis he, my worthieſt friend 
J. Sho. Still art thou there —ttill doſt thou hover 

round me! | 


Oh ſave me, Be/lmour, from his angry ſhade ! 


Bel. Tis he himſelf !—he lives look up — 
F. Sho. I dare not! 

Oh that my eyes could ſhut him out for ever 
Shore. Am] fo hateful then, ſo deadly to . 

To blaſt thy eyes with horror? Since I'm grown 

A burthen to the world, myſelf, and thee, 

Would | had ne'er ſurviv'd'to ſee the more. 
F. Sho. O thou moſt injur'd—dott thou live in- 


Fall then ye mountains on my guilty head, [ deed, 


Hide me, ye rocks, within your ſecret caverns ; 
Caſt thy black veil upon my ſhame, O. night! 
And ſhield me with thy fable wing for ever. | 
Shore. Why doſt thou turn away ?—Why tremble 
Why thus indulge thy fears? And in deſpair, [ thus? 
Abandon thy diſtracted foul to horror? | 
Cait every black and guilty thought behind thee, 
And let 'em never vex thy quiet more. 
My arms, my heart are open to receive thee, 
To bring thee back to thy forſaken home, 
With tender joy, wich fond forgiving love, 
And all the longings of my firſt deſires, 
J. Sho. No, arm thy brow with vengeance ; and ap- 
The Miniſter of Heaven's enquiring juſtice. [pear 


Array thyſelf all terrible for judgement, 


Wrath in thy eyes, and thunder in thy voice 
Pronounce my ſentence, and if yet there be 
A woe J have not felt, inflict it on me. 

Shore. The meaſure of thy ſorrows is compleat : 
And | am come to inatch thee from injuſtice. 
The hand of power no more ſhall cruth thy weakneſs, 


Nor proud oppreſſion grid thy humble foul. 


. Sho. Art thou not ris'n by miracle from death? 
Thy ſhroud is fall'n from off thee, and the grave 
Was bid to give thee up, that thou might*f come 


The 
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The meſſenger of grace and goodneſs to me, NE 

To ſeal my peace, and bleſs me ere I go, 

Oh let me then fall down beneath thy feet, 

And weep my gratitude for ever there; 

Give me your drops, ye ſoft deſcending rains, 

Give me your ftreams, ye ne-er-cealing ſprings, 

That my fad eyes may {till ſupply my duty, 

And feed an everlaſting flood of ſorrow. 

Shore. Waſte not thy feeble ſpirits—IT have long 

Beheld, unknown, thy mourning and repentance z 

'V'herefore my heart has ſet aſide the pait, _ 

And holds thee white, as unoffending innocence :; 

Therefore in ſpite of cruel. G/oter's rage, 

Soon as my friend had broke my priſon-doors, 

I flew to thy aſſiſtance. Let us haſte 

Now while occaſion ſeems to {mile upon us, 

Forſake this place of ſhame, and find a ſheiter. 

. Sho, What ſhall I ſay to you? But I obey 
Shore. Lean on my arm- | | 
J. Sho. Alas! Pm wond'rous faint : p 

But that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three days 
Shore, Oh mercileſs! look here, my love, I've brought 

Some rich conſerves — 1 [ thee 

7. Sho. How can you be ſo good? 

But you were ever thus, I well remember 

Wich what fond care, what diligence of love, 

You laviſn'd out your wealth to duy me pleaſures, * 

Preventing every wiſh : have you forgot 

The coſtly ſtring of pearl you brougiit me home, 

And tied about my neck ?—How could I leave you? 
She. Taſte ſome of this, or this 
F. Sho, You're ftrangely alter'd 

Say gentle Bellmour, is he not? How pale 

J Your viſage is become? Your eyes are hollow? 

Nay you are wrinkled too— Alas the day? 

Ity wretchedneſs has coſt you many a tear, 

And many a bitter pang, ſince laſt we parted. (eat. 
Shore. No more of that—thou talk'it, but doſt not 
F. Sho. My feeble jaws forget their common office, 
ly taſteleſs tongue cleaves to the clammy roof, 

| And now a general loathing grows upon me 

Oh, I1 am ſick at heart? 

Sho. Thou mura'rous forrow ! 
Wo't thou till drink her blood, purſue her ill ? 
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Muſt ſhe then die! Oh, my poor penitent, 
Speak peace to thy ſad heart. She hears me not ; 
Grief maſters ev'ry ſenſe—help me to hold her 
Enter Cateſby, with a guard. 
Cate. Seize on 'em both, as traitors to the ſtate— 
Bell. What means this violence ! | 
| [ Guards lay hold of Shore and Bellmour, 
Cate. Have we not found you, | | 
In ſcorn of the Protector's ſtrict command, 
Aſſiſting this baſe woman, and abetting 
Her mtamy ? 
Shore. Infamy on thy head! 
Thou tool of pow'r, thou pander to authority! 
I tell thee, knave, thou know'ſt of none fo virtuous, 
'| And ſhe that bore thee was an Athiop to her. 
1 Cate. You'll anſwer this at full Away with 'em. 
1 Shore, Is Charity grown treaſon to your court? 
What honeſt man would live beneath ſuch rulers ? 


| I am content that we ſhould die together 
1 Cat. Convey the men to priſon; Pat for her, 
4 Leave her to hunt her fortune as ſhe may. 

J. She. I will not part with him for me !—for me! 
Oh! muſt he die for me ? 

| (Following him as he is carried off—She falls. 
ll Shore. Inhuman villains! [ Breaks from the guard. 
iq Stand off! the agonies of death are on her— 
1 She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold hand. 

| J. Sho. Was this blow wanting to complete my ruin! 
{ O let him go, ye Miniſters of terror; | 

{I He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 

And yield obedience to your cruel maſter, 

Tarry a little, but a little longer, 


And take my laſt breath with you. 
Ut Shore. Oh my love ! 
k Why have I liv'd to ſee this bitter moment, 
4 This grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former ! 
it; Why doſt thou fix thy dying eyes upon me 
ly | With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous look, 


1 As if thy heart were full of ſome ſad meaning 
ll Thou could'ſt not ſpeak ! —— 

l F. Soo. Forgive me |—but forgive me 

if Shore. Be witneſs for me, ye celeſtial hoſt, 
| Such mercy and ſuch pardon as my foul 


Accord, 
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Accords to thee, and begs of heaven to ſhow thee ; 
May ſuch befall me at my lateſt hour, | 
And make my portion bleſs'd or curs'd for ever. 
J. Sho, Then all is well, and I ſhall ſleep in peace 
is very dark, and J have loſt you now—— 
Was there not ſomething I would have bequeath'd you? 
But I have nothing left me to beſtow, | 
Nothing but one ſad figh. Oh mercy, heaven! [ Dies. 
Bel. There fled the ſoul, 
And left the load of miſery behind. 
Shore. Oh my heart's treaſure! Is chis pale ſad viſage 
All that remains of thee ? are theſe dead eyes 
The light that cheer my ſoul ? O heavy hcur ! 
Put I will fix my trembling lips to thine, 
"Fill J am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 
What, muſt we part then ?—will you 
[To the guards taking him away. 
Fare thee well [ Kiſſing ber. 
Now cxecute your tyrant's will, and lead me 
To bonds, or death, tis equally indifferent. 
Bel. Let thoſe, who view this fad example, know, 
What fate attends the broken marriage vow ; 
And teach their children in ſuc:eediny times, 
No common vengeance waits upon theſe crimes ; 
When ſuch ſevere repentance could not fave | 
From want, from ſhame, and an untimely grave, 
[ Exeunts 
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END OF THE FIFTH ACT». 
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2 mode 0 matrons all, yes virtucus Wives, 
ho lead with horrid huſbands, decent li ves 


vg N who for all you are in ſuch a taking, | 7 
To ſee your ſpouſes arinking, gaming, raking, | { 
Vet make a conſcience ſtill of cuckold making ; 


What we can ſay your pardon to obtain? 
T his matter here vas prov'd againſt poor Jane: : 
She never ence deny d it, but in ſhorts 
Whimper'd-—and cry d Sweet Sir, Pm ſorry ſor't. 
*Tavas well he met a kind, good natur 'd a joe, 
Me are not all ſo eaſy to control © 
I fancy one might find in this good town 
| Seme world ha” told the gentleman his own ; 
| - Hawe anſwer'd jmart—"Fo what do you pretend, 
| f Blockhcad As if I muſt not ſee a friend: | 
| Tell me of hackney-coaches— Jaunts to the rity - | 
| Where ſhould J buy my china—Paith,. WF fit e : | 
| Our ue avns of a milder, meeker Fritz N10 
| Tou Lords and May ers , not that ſome merit? 
| Don't you allow it to be wirtuous bearing, 
5 l hen we ſubmit thus to your domineering ? 
| Well, peace be with her, fhe did wwrong * forth; ; 
But jo do many more «vho took ddlemureſ ). 
Nor jhould our mourning Madam weep alone, © © 
A 250 e re are more ways of wickeaneſs than one. 
; | | If the reforming flage ſhould fall to fhami "gs 
"8 dil-nature, pride, hypocriſy, and gaming; 
f | The Poets frequently might move compaſſion, 
| 
f 


OR . ͤ—— IER 


And with She-T ragedies &er-run the nation; 
Then Judge the fair offender, with ere, 
And let your fullow-foeling carb your ſatire. 
hat if our neighbours have ſome little failing, 
Muſt we need fall to damning and to railing ® 


„ 

1 For her excuſe too, be it underſtced, | 
| | That if the woman was not quite ſo good, 

| 3 Her lower abas a King, ſhe fleſh and blood. J 


| | Aud ſiuce ſh has dearly paid tbe final ſore, 
„ Be kind at laſt, and BY — Jane Shore. 
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To Her Royal Highneſs the 


PRINCESS of WALES. 


MA DAM, 


Princeſs of the ſame Royal Blood to which you 
A are ſo cloſely and ſo happily allied, preſumes to 
throw herſelf at the feet of Your ROYAL Hicnhness 
for protection. The character of that excellent Lady, 
as it is delivered down to us in hiſtory, is very near the 
ſame with the picture I have endeavoured to draw of 
her: And if, in the poetical colouring, I have aim'd at 
heightning and improving ſome of the features, it was 
only to make her more worthy of thoſe illuſtrious 
hands to which I always intended to preſent her. 

As the Britiſb nation in general is infinitely indebted 
to Your ROYAL Hicaness; fo every particular 
perſon amongſt us ought to contribute, according to 
their ſeveral capacities and abilities, towards the diſ- 
charging the public obligation, 

We are your debtors, Mapam, for the preference 
you gave us, in chooſing to wear the HBritiſb rather than 
the Imperial crown; for giving the beſt daughter to 
'our K1NnG, and the beſt wife to our PRINCE. It is to 
Your ROYAL Hicnness we owe the ſecurity that 
ſhall be delivered down to our childrens? children, by a 
moſt hopeful and beautiful, as well as a numerous Royal 
iſſue. Theſe are the bonds of our civil duty: But 
Your ROYAL Hicnness has laid us under others yet 
more ſacred and engaging ; I mean, thoſe of Religion. 
You are not only the brighteſt ornament, but the pa- 
troneſs and defender of our holy faith. 

Nor is it Britain alone, but the World, but the preſent 
and all ſucceeding ages, who ſhall bleſs Your Royal 
Name, for the greateſt example that can be given of a 
quſintereſted piety and unſhaken conſtancy, 

This 
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This is what we may certainly reckon amongſt the 
benefits Your ROYAL HICGHN ESS has conferred upon 
us. Though at the ſame time, how partial ſoever we 
may be to ourſelves, we ought not to believe you de- 
clind the firſt Crown of Europe in regard to Britain only. 
No, Map AM, it is in juſtice to Veux Roya 
Hicnngss that we muſt confeſs, you had more ex- 


cellent motives for ſo great an action as that was; ſince 


you did it in obedience to the dictates of reaſon and 
conſcience, for the ſake of true religion, and for the 
honour of God. All things that are great have been 
offered to you; and all things that are good and hap- 
py, as well in this world as a better, ſhall become the 
reward of ſuch exalted virtue and piety, The bleſſings 
of our nation, the prayers of our church, with the 
faithful ſervice of all good men, ſhall wait upon You xr 
ROYAL Hicaness as long as you hve. And when- 
ever, for the puniſhment of this land, you ſhall be 
taken from us, your ſacred name ſhall be dear to re- 


membrance, and Almighty God, who alone is able, 


ſhall beſtow upon you the fulneſs of recompence, 
Among the ſeveral offerings of duty which are 
made to you here, be graciouſly pleaſed to accept of this 
unworthy trifle ; which is, with the greateit reſpect and 
loweſt ſubmiſſion, preſented to Your ROYAL HIGA- 
NESS, by, y 


MADAM 
Your Royal Hicnness's 
Mt Obedient, 
A:Jt Devoted, and 
Ma Faithful 
Humbl: Servant, 


N. ROWE, 


PREFACE. 


FWHOUGH T1 have very little inclination to write 
Prefaces before works of this nature, yet upon 
this particular occaſion, I cannot but think myſelf obliged 
zo give ſome ſhort account of this Play, as avell in juſtice 
fo myſelf, as to a Very learned and mngenious gentleman, 
my Friend, aubo is dead. The perſon ] mean was Mr, 
Smith, of Chriſt Church, Oxon: One whoſe charac- 
ter ] could with great pleaſure enter into, if it was not 
ready wwell known ta the world. As I had the happi- 
neſs to be intimately acquainted with him, he Mien told 
me that he deſigned writing a Tragedy npon the ſtory of 
the Lady Jane Gray; and if hz bad lived, I jhould ne- 
wer have thought of meddling wvith it myſelf. But as 
he died avithout doing it, in the beginning of the laſt 
ſummer, 1 reſolved to undertake it. And, indeed, the 
hopes 1 had of receiving ſome conſiderable alfijtances from 
the papers he left behint him, were one of the principal 
motives that induced ine to go about it: Theſe papers 
avere in the hands of Mr. Ducket, to whom my friend 
Mr. Thomas Burnet was fo kind as to write, and pro- 
cure them for me. T he leaſt return I can mate to thoſe 
geatlemen, is this public acknowledgement of their great 
civility on this occaſron. I muſt confeſs, before thoſe 
papers came ts my hand, I had entirely formed the defign * 
or fable of my oxon Play: And when I came to look them 
over, 1 found it was different from that which Mr. 
Smith intended ; tha plan of his being drawn after that 
_ evhich is in print of Mr. Banks; at leaft I thought jo, 
by what I could pick out of his papers. To ſay the truth, 
1 xwas a good deal ſurpriſed and dijappointed at the ſight 
of them. 1 hoped to have met with great part of the 
Play wwri!zen to my hand, or at the leaſt, the whole de- 
fren regularly drawn out. Inftead of that, I found the 
gunntity of about two quires of paper wrilten over in 
cid picces, blotted, interlined, and confuſed. What was 
ontained in them in general aas looſe hints and ſenti- 
ments, and ſhort obſcure ſketches of ſcenes. But how 
they were to be applied, or in what order they awere to 
be ranged, I could not by any diligence of mine (and J 
lenked them wery carefully over more than once) come to 
underſtand. One ſcene there was, and one only, that 


Seemed pretty near perfect; in which Lerd Guildford 
Ang 
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Iingly perſuades the Lady Jane to tate the Crown. From 
that ] borrowed all that I could, and inſerted it in my o 
third act. But indeed the manner and turn of his fable 
ewas fo different from mine, that I could not take above 
five and twenty or thirty lines at the moſt; and even in 
thoſe I was obliged to make ſome alteration. 1 fhoull 
have been very glad to have come into a partnerſhip of 
reputation with /o fine a writer as Mr. Smith was; but 
in truth his hints were fo ſhort and dark (many of them 
marked even in ſhort-hand) that they were of little 1; 
or ſervice to me. They might have ſerved as indexes to 
his own memory, and he might baue formed a play out of 
them; but I dare ſay nobody elſe could. In one part of his 
Hefign he ſeems to differ from Mr. Banks, wheo/e tale he 
generally deſigned to fellow ; ſince I obſerved in many of 
theſe ſhort ſketches of ſcenes he had introduced Yveen 
Mary. He ſeemed to intend her character pitiful and in- 
elining to mercy, but urged on to cruelty by the rage aud 
bloody diſpoſitions of Bonner and Gardiner. This hint J 
| * had likewiſe taken from the late Bijhop of Saliſbury's 
Hiſtory of the Reformation; <vho /ays, and 1 believe 
very juſtly, the horrible cruel:ites that were ated at that 
time, rather to the charge of that perſecuting ſpirit by 
| | evhich the Clergy were then animated, than to the Wueen's 
own natural diſpeſition. 
| Many people believed, or at leaſt ſaid, that Mr. Smith 
| left a play wery near entire behind him. All that I am 
i forry for, is, that it avas not ſo in fat; T ſhould have 
0 made no ſcruple of taking three, four, or even the whole 
. ive acts from him; but then 1 hope I fond have hed 
| the honeſty to let the avorld know they wwere his, and not 
take another man*s reputation to myſelf. 
This is what I thought neceſſary to ſuy, as well on my 
6Wn account, as in regard to the memory of my friend. 
For the Play, ſuch as it is, I leave it ts projper as it 
can; 1 have reſolved never to trouble the world with 
any public apologies for my writings of this kind, as 
much as I have been provoked to it. 1 ſhall turn this my 
youngeſt child out into the world with no other proviſion 
than a ſaying which I remember to have ſeen before cue 
& Mrs. Behn's : 
Va! mon Enfant, prend ta Fortune. 
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O-Night the nobleft ſubje# fwells our ſcene, 
A heroine, a martyr, and a queen 
And tho" the poet dares not boaſt his art, 
The very theme ſhall ſomething great impart, 
To warm the gen'rous ſoul, and touch the tender heart. 
To you, fair judges, awe the cauje ſubmit z 
Your eyes ſhall tell us how the tail is writ. 
| 75 your ſoft pity waits upen our Woe, 

F ſilent tears for ſuff ring virtue flox z 
Your grief the Mufe's labour jhall confej5, 
The lively paſſions, and the juſt diſtreſs. 
Oh ! could aur author's pencil jujtly paint, 
Such as ſbe was in life, the beauteous jaint ; 
Boldly your ſtrict attention might we claim, 
And bid you mark, and coppy out the dame. 
No wandring glance our wanton thought confeſi d. 
No guilty wiſh inflam'd her ſpotleſs breaſt < 

he only love that warm*d her blooming youth, 

"as huſband, England, liberty, and truth. 
For theſe ſbe fell; while, awith too weak a hand, 
She Rtrowe to fave a blind ungrateful land. 
But thus the ſecret laws of fate ordain, | 
William's great hand was doom'd to break that chain, 
And end the hopes of Rome's tyrannic reign. 
For ever as the circling years return, 
Je grateful Britons | crown the hero's urn; 
fo his juſt care cu ev'ry bleſſing owe, 
Which, or his own, or following reigns beſtow © 
Tho? his hard fate a. father's name denied, 
To you a father, he that loſs ſupply d. 
Then while you view the royal line's increaſe, 
And count the pledges of your future peace; 
From this great ſtock while ſtill new glories come, 
Conqueſt abroad, aud liberty at home; 
While you behold the beautiful and brave, ? 
Bright princeſſes to grace you, kings to ſave, 7 
Enjoy the gift, but bleſs the hand that gave, 
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LADY JANE GRAY. 


Ker 


SCENE, the Court. 


Enter the Duke of Northumberland, Duke of Suffolk, 
| and Sir John Gates. 


Nor. * FAILS all in vain; Heav'n has requir'd its 
And he muſt die. l pledge. 


Suff. Is there an honeſt heart, 

That loves our Englard, does not mourn for Edwara? 
The genius of our ifle is ſhook with ſorrow, 
He bows his venerable head with pain, 

And labours with the ſickneſs of his Lord. 
Religion melts in ev'ry holy eye, 
All comfortleſs, afflicted, and forlorn 
She ſits on earth, and weeps upon her croſs : 
Weary of man, and his deteſted ways, 

Ev'n now ſhe ſeems to meditate her flight, 
And waft her angel to the thrones above. 

Nor. Ay, there, my Lord, you touch our heavieſt loſs, 
With him our holy faith is doom'd to ſuffer ; : 
With him our church ſhall veil her ſacred front, 

That late from heaps of Gothic ruins role, 

In her firſt native ample majeſty : | | 
The toil of ſaints, and price of martyrs blood, 
Shall fail with Edæward, and again ald Rome 
Shall ſpread her banners; and her Monkiſn hoſt, 
Pride, 1gnorance, and rapine ſhall return ; 

Blind bloody zeal and cruel prieſtly pow'r, 

Shall ſcourge the land for ten dark ages more. 

Gates. Is there no help in all the healing art, 
No potent juice or drug to fave a life 
So precious, and prevent a nation's fate? 

8 Nor. 
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Nor. What has been left untried that art can do? 
'The hoary wrinkled leech has watch and toil'd, 
Tried every health-reſtoring herb and gum, 

And wearied out his painful ſkill in vain, 

Cloſe like a dragon folded in his den, 

Some ſecret venom preys upon his heart; 

A itubborn and unconquerable flame 

Creeps in his veins, and drinks the flreams of life; 
His youthful ſinews are unſtrung, cold ſweats, 
And deadly paleneſs ſit upon his viſage, 

And every gaſp we look ſhall be his laſt, 

Gates. Doubt not, your Graces, but the Popiſh fac- 
Will at this juncture urge their utmoſt force. [ tion, 
All on the Princeſs Mary turn their eyes, 

Well hoping ſhe ſhall build again their altars, 
And bring their 1dol-worſhip back in triumph. 

Nor. Good heav'n ordain ſome better fate for England! 

. Suf. What better can we hope, if ſhe ſhould reign ? 
T know her well, a blinded zealot ſhe, 

A gloomy nature, ſullen and ſevere, 

Nurtur'd by proud eee. Romiſh Prieſts, 
Taught to believe they only cannot err, | 
Becauſe they cannot err; bred up in ſcorn 
Of reaſon, and the whole lay-world ; inſtructed 
To hate whoe'er difſent from what they teach, 

To purge the world from hereſy by blood, 

'To maſſacre a nation, and beheve it 

An act well-pleaſing to the Lord of Mercy, 

'Theſe are thy Gods, Oh Rome and this thy faith. 

Nor, And ſhall we tamely yield ourſelves to bondage! 
Bow down before the holy purple tyrants, 

And bid em tread upon our ſlaviſh necks ? 
No; let this faithful free-born Ergliþ hand 
Firſt dig my grave in liberty and honour ; 
And tho? I found but one more thus reſolv'd, 
That honeſt man and I would die together. 


Suf. Doubt not, there are ten thouſand, and ten 
[i] : o 
+9 own a cauſe fo juſt. - { thouſand, 


Cates. The bt Þ ave 57 
Ito your Grace's hand laſt night, declares 
My pow'r and friends at full. [Zo Northumb. 
Aor. Be it your eare, 
Good Sir John Gates, to fee your friends - F 
n 
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And ready for the occaſion. Haſte this inſtant, 
Loſe not a moment's time. | : 
Gates, I go, my Lord. [ Exit, 
Nor. Your Grace's princely daughter, Lady Jane, 
Is ſhe yet come to court? | 
Suf. Not yet arriv'd, 
But with'the ſooneſt I expect her here, 
I know her duty to the dying King, 
Join'd with my ſtrict commands to haſten hither, 
Will bring her on the wing. 
Nor. Beſeech your Grace, 
To ſpeed another meſſenger to preſs her; 
For on her happy preſence all our counſels 
1 and take their fate. 
uf. Upon the ivſtant | 
Your Grace ſhall be obey'd. I go to ſummon her, 
| [ Exit Suffolk. 
Nor. What trivial influences hold dominion 
O'er wiſe men's counſels, and the fate of empire ? 
The greateſt ſchemes that human wit can forge, 
Or bold ambition dares to put in practice, 
Depend upon our huſbanding a moment, 
And the light laſting of a woman's will; 
As if the Lord of nature ſhould delight 
To hang this pond'rous globe upon a hair, 
And bid it dance beforc a 'reath of wind. 
She mult be here, and 166d in Guilford”s arms, 
Ere Edward dies, or all „eve done is marr'd. 
Ha! Pembrote { that's à bar which thwarts my way? 
His fiery temper brcoks not oppoſition, 
And muſt be met with ſoft and ſupple arts. 
With crouching courteſy, and honey'd words, 
Such as alluage the fierce, and bend the ſtrong. - 
Enter the Earl of Pembroke. | 
Good morrow, noble Pembroke, we have ſtaid 
The meeting of the council for your preſence. | ; 
Pem, For mine, my Lord ! you mock your ſervant, 
To ſay that I am wanted, where yourſelf, 
The great Alcides of our ftate, is preſent ; 
Whatever dangers menace prince or people, 
Our great Northumberland is arm'd to meet em; 
'The ableſt head, and firmeſt heart you bear, 
Nor need a ſecond in the glorious taſk ; 
Equal yourſelf to all the toils of empire. 
K 3 3. Nor. 


198 LADY JANE GRAY. 


Ner. No; as J honour virtue, I have tried, 
And know my ſtrength too well; nor can the voice 
Of friendly flattery, like yours, deceive me. | 
I know my temper liable to paſſions, 
And all the frailties common to our nature; 
Blind to events, too eaſy of perſuaſion, 
And often too, too often, have I err'd. 
Much therefore have 1 need of ſome good man, 
Some wiſe and honeſt heart, whoie friendly aid 
Might gulde my treading thro? the hour of dangers; 
And by the honour of my name I ſwear, 
4 know not one of all our gli Peers 
Whom I would chooſe for that beſt friend, like Pembrofe, 
Pem. What ſhall I anſwer to a truſt fo noble, 
This prodigality of praiſe and honour ? 
Were not your grace too generous of ſoul, 
'To ſpeak a language differing from your heart, | 
How might I think you eould not mean this gaodneſs 
To one, whom jus ill- fortune has ordain'd 
'The rival of your ſon. | 
Nor. No more! I ſcorn a thought 
So much below the dignity of virtue. 
*Tis true, I look on Guilford like a father, 
Lean on his fide, and ſee but half his failings : 
But on a point like this, when equal merit 
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour, 
And calls to have the balance held in juſtice; - 
Away with all the fondneſſes of nature! 
I judge of Pembroke and my ſon alike. 
Pem. I aſk no more to bind me to your ſervice. 
Vor. The realm is now at hazard, and bold factions 
Threaten change, tumult, and diſaſtrous days. 
Theſe fears drive out the gentler thoughts of joy, 
Of courtſhip, and of love. Grant, heaven, the ſtatè 
To fix in peace and ſafety once again; 
'Then ſpeak your paſſion to the princely maid, 
And fair ſucceſs attend you. For myſelf, 
My voice ſhall go as far for you, my Lord, 
As for my ſon, and beauty be the umpire. 
But now a heavier matter calls upon us; 
The King with life juſt lab'ring ; and I fear 
he Council grow impatient at our ſtay. 
Pem. One moment's pauſe, and I attend your Grace. 
| Exit Northumb. 
Old 
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Old Wincheſter cries to me oft, Beware 
Of proud Northumberland, The teſty prelate, 
Froward with age, with diſappointed hopes, 
And zealous for old Rome, rails on the Duke, 
Suſpecting him to favour the new teachers: 
Yet ev'n in that, if I judge right, he errs. | 
But were it ſo, what are theſe monkiſh quarrels, 
Theſe wordy wars of proud ill-manner'd ſchoolmen, 
To us and our lay-intereſt ? Let 'em rail 
And worry one another at their pleaſure. 
This Duke, of late, by many worthy offices, 
Has ſought my friendſhip, and yet more, his ſon 
The nobleſt youth our England has to boaſt of, 
The gentleſt nature and the braveſt ſpirit, 
Has made me long the partner of his breaſt. 
Nay, when he found, in ſpite of the reſiſtance 
My ſtruggling heart has made, to do him juſtice, 
That I was grown his rival ; he ſtrove hard, 
And would not turn me forth from out his boſom, 
But call'd me ſtill his friend. And fee! he comes. 
| Enter Lord Guilford. | 
Oh, Guilford, juſt as thou wert ent' ring here, 
My thoughts was running all thy virtues o'er, 
And wond' ring how thy ſoul could chooſe a partner 
So much unlike itſelf. 
Cuil. How could my tongue 
Take pleaſure, and be laviſh in thy praiſe ! 
How could I ſpeak thy nobleneſs of nature, 
Thy open manly heart, thy courage, conſtancy, 
And 1n-born truth unknowing to difſemble ! 
Thou art the man in whom my ſoul delights, 
In whom, next Heav'n, I truſt. 
Pemb. Oh! gen'rous youth ! 
What can a heart, ſtubborn and fierce, like mine, 
Retura to all thy ſweetneſs ? Yet I would, 
I would be grateful. Oh, my cruel fortune! 
Would I had never ſeen her, never caſt 
Mine eyes on INN daughter! 
_ Gail. So would I; 
Since *twas my fate to ſee and love her firſt. 
Pemb. Oh! Why ſhould ſhe, that univerſal goodneſs, 
Like light, a common bleſſing to the world, 
Riſe like a comet fatal to our friendſhip, 
And threaten it with ruin? 
K 4 Gail, 
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But tell me, Per:broke, is it not in virtue 
To am againſt this proud imperious paſſion! 
Does holy friendſhip dwell ſo near to envy, 
She could not bear to ſee another happy, 
J* blind miſtaken chance, and partial beauty 
Should join to favour Guilford ? 
Femb. Name it not, 
My fiery ſpirits kindle at the thought, 
And hurry me to rage. 
Guil. And yet I think 
I ſhou!d not murmur, were thy lot to proſper, 
And mine to be refus'd. Tho' ſure the loſs 
Would wound me to the heart. 
Pemb. Ha! could'ft thou bear it? 
And yet perhaps thou might'ſt : Thy gentle temp 
Is form'd with paſſions mix'd in due proportion, 
Where no one over-bears nor plays the tyrant, 
But join in Nature's buſineſs and thy happineſs: 
While mine diſdaining reaſon and her laws, | 
- Like all thou canſt imagine wild and furious, 
Nor drive me headlony on, now whirl me back, 
And hurrl my unſtable flitting ſoul 
Toev'ry mad extreme. Then pity me, 
And let my weakneſs ſtand. N 
Enter Sir John Gates. 
Gates. The Lords of council 
Wait with impatience. 
Pemb. I attend their pleaſure. 
This only, and no more then. Whatſoever 
Fortune decrees, ſtill let us call to mind 
Our friendſhip and our honour. And ſince love 
Condemns us to be rivals for one prize, 
Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought, 
With openneſs and juſtice to each other; 
'That he who wins the fair-one to his arms, 
May take her as the crown of great deſert : 
And if the wretched loſer does repine, 
His own heart and the world may all condemn him. 
[ Exit Pembroke. 
Cuil. How croſs the ways of life lie! While we think 
We travel on direct in one high road, 
And have our journey's end oppos'd in view, 
| A thouſand 
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A thouſand thwarting paths break in upon us, 
To puzzle and perplex our wand' ring ſteps. 
Love, friendſhip, hatred, in their turns miſlead us, 
And ev'ry paſſion has its ſeparate intereſt. 

Where is that piercing foreſight can unfold 
Where all this mazy error will have end, 
And tell the doom reſerv'd for me and Pembroke I 
There is but one end certain, that i Death: 
Vet ev'n that certainty is ſtill uncertain. 
For of theſe ſeveral tracks which lie before us, 
We know that one leads certainly to death, 
But know not which that one is. Tis in vain, 
This blind divining; let me think no more on't: 
And ſee the miſtreſs of our fate appear . 

Enter Lady Jane Gray. Attendants. 

Hail, princely maid ! who with auſpicious beauty 
Chear'ft ev'ry drooping heart in this fad place, 
Who, like the ſilver regent of the night, 

Lift'ſt up thy ſacred beams upon the land, 
To bid the gloom look gay, diſpel our horrors 
And make us leſs lament the ſetting ſun, _ 
L. J. Gray. Yes, Guilford, well doit thou compare 
my preſence 
To the faint comfort of the waining moon: 
Like her cold orb, a chearleſs gleam I bring, 
Silence and heavineſs of heart, with dews 
To dreſs the face of Nature all in tears. 
But ſay, how fares the King? 
Guil. He lives as yet, 
But ev'ry moment cuts away a hope, 
Adds to our fears, and gives the infant ſaint 
Great proſpect of his opening heaven. 

L. J. Gray. Deſcend ye choirs of angels to receive 
Tune your melodious harps to ſome high ſtrain, him, 
And waft him upwards with a ſong of triumph: 

A purer ſoul and one more like yourſelves, 

Ne'er enter'd at the golden gates of bliſs, 

Oh, Guilford ! what remains for wretched England, 
When he, our guardian angel, ſhall forſake us? 
For whole dear fake, Heav'n ſpar'd a guilty land, 
And ſcatter'd not its plagues while Edward reipn'd. 

Gul. I own my heart bleeds inward at the thought, 
And riſing horrors crowd the opening ſcene, 


3 And 


5.— 


202 LADY JANE GRAY. 


And yet, forgive me, thou my native country, 
Thou land of liberty, thou nurſe of heroes, 
Forgive me, if in ſpite of all thy dangers, 
New ſprings of pleaſure flow within my boſom, 
When thus *tis giv'n me to behold thoſe eyes, 
Thus gaze and wonder how excelling nature 
Can give each day new patterns of her ſkill, 
And yet at once ſurpaſs em. ys 
L. J. Gray. Oh, vain flattery ! 
Harſh and ill-ſouading ever to my ear; 
But on a day like this, the raven's note 
Strikes on my ſenſe more ſweetly. But, no more, 
1 charge thee touch th' ungrateful theme no more; 
Lead me to pay my duty to the King, 
To wet his pale cold hand with theſe laſt tears, 
And ſhare the bleſſings of his parting breath. 
Guil. Were J like dying Edward, ſure a touch 
Of this dear hand would kindle life a-new. 
But I obey, 1 dread that "ring frown ; 
And oh! whene'er my boſom ſwells with paſſion, 
And my full heart is pain'd with ardent love, 
Allow me but to look on you, and ſigh; 
Tis all the humble joy that Gu:/ford aſks. 
L. J. Gray. Still wilt thou frame thy ſpeech to thi 
vain. purpoſe, | | 
When the wan King of Terrors ſtalks before us, 
When univerſal ruin gathers round, 
And no eſcape 1s left us? Are we not | 
Like wretches in a ſtorm, whom ev'ry moment 
The greedy deep is gaping to devour ? 
Around to ſee the pale deſpairing crew, | 
Wring their ſad hands, and give their labour o'er; 
The hope of life has ev'ry heart forſook, 
And horror fits on each diſtracted took ; 
One folemn thought of death does all employ, 
And cancels, like a dream, delight and joy ; 
One ſorrow ſtreams from all their weeping eyes, 
And one conſenting voice for mercy cries : 
Trembling they dread juft Heav'n's avenging power, 
Mourn their paſt lives, and wait the fatal hour. 
eons | [ Exeurt 
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Tater the Dube of Nees an? dh Duke of 


Suffolk. 

| | Imourning, 

North. ET then be chear'd my heart amidſt thy 
Tho? fate hang heavy o'er us, tho? pale fear 
And wild diſtraction fit on ev'ry face; | 
Tho' never day of grief was known like this, 
Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd light, 
Whoſe beams auſpicious ſhine upon our union, 
And bid me call the noble Sufo/k brother, 
ch. I know not what ſecret my ſoul preſages, 
But ſomething ſeems to whiſper me within, 
That we have been too haſty. For mylelf, 
IT wiſh tis matter had been yet delay'd ; i 
That we had waited ſome more bleſſed time, 
Some better day with happier omens hallow'd, 3 
For love to kindle up his holy flame. 
But you, my noble brother, would prevail, 
And J have yielded to you. 
North. Doubt not any thing; 
Nor hold the hour unlucky, that good Heav'n, 
Who ſoftens the corrections of his hand, 
And mixes ſtill a comfort with afffictions, 

Has giv'n to-day a bleſſing in our children, 
To wipe away our tears for dying Edward. 

Suff. In that I truſt, Good angels be our guard, 
And make my fears prove vain, But ſee! my wife! 
With her, your ſon, the gen'rous Guilford comes; 

She has inform'd him of our preſent purpoſe. 

Enter the Ducheſs of Suffolk, and Lord Guilford, 

Guil. How ſhall I ſpeak the fulneſs of my heart? 
What ſhall I ſay, to bleſs you for this goodneſs ? 

Oh! gracious piinceſs! But my life is yours, 
And all the buſineſs of my years to come, 
Ts, to attend with humbleſt duty on you, 
And pay my vow'd obedience at your feet. 

Puch. Suff. Yes noble youth, I ſhare in all thy joys, 
II all the joys which this {ad day can give. 

Ihe dear delight I have to call thee ſon, 
” K. 6 
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Comes like a cordial to my drooping ſpirits : 
It broods with gentle warmth upon my boſom, 
And melts that froſt of death which hung about me. 
But haſte! inform my daughter of our ere 5 
Let thy tongue put on all its pleaſing eloquence, 
Inſtruct thy love to ſpeak of comfort to her,, 
To ſooth her grieis, and chear the mourning maid. 
| North, All deſolate and drown'd in flowing tears, 
BY *dward's bed the pious princeſs ſit s 
Fiſt from her lifted eyes the pearly drops 
Fall trickling o'er her cheek, while holy ardor 
And fervent zeal pour forth her lab'ring ſoul ; 
And ev'ry ſigh is wing'd with pray'rs ſo potent, 
As ſtrive with Heav'n to ſave her dying Lord. 
Duch. Suff. From the firſt early days of infant life, 
A gentle band of friendſhip grew betwixt em; 
And while our royal uncle Henry reign'd, 
As brother and as ſiſter bred together, 
Beneath one coumon parent's care they hiv'd. 
North. A wondrous ſympathy of ſouls conſpur'd 
To form the ſacred union, Lady Jane, 
Of all his royal blood was ſtill the deareſt : 
In ev'ry innocent delight they ſhar'd, 
They ſung, and danc'd, and fat, and walk'd togethety 
Nay, in the graver buſineſs of his youth, 
When books and learning call'd him from his ſports, 
Ev'n there the princely maid was his companion. 
She left the ſhining court to ſhare his toil, 
To turn with him the grave hiſtorian's page, 
And taſte the rapture of the poet's ſong; 
To ſearch the Latin and the Grecian ſtores, 
And wonder ar the mighty minds of old. 
Enter Lady Jane Gray, weeping. 
L. J. Gray. Wo't thou not break, my heart! 
Su. Alas! what mean'ſt thou? 
Cuil. Oh, ſpeak! | 
Duch. Suff. How fares the King? 
North. Say, is he dead? | 
L. J. Gray. The faints and angels have him, 
Duch. Sint. When ] left him, Z 
— He ſeem'd a little chear'd, juſt as you enter'd-—— 
L. J. Gray. As I epproach'd to kneel and pay my 
He rais'd his feeble eyes, and faintly ſmiling, [duty | 
: Ale 
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Are you then come? he cry'd: I only liv'd, 
To bid farewel to thee, my gentle couſin, 
To ſpeak a few ſhort words to chee, and die. 
With that he preſt my hand, and oh! he ſaid, 
When I am gone, do thou be good to England; 
Keep to that faith in which we both were bred, 
And to the end be conſtant. More I would, 
But cannot.—'There his falt'ring ſpirits fail'd, 
And turning every thought from earth at once, 
To that bleſt place where all his hopes were fix'd, 
Earneſt he pray'd;——Merciful great defender! 
Preſerve thy holy altars undef 1. 
Protect this land from bloody men and idols, 
Save my poor people from the yoke of Rome, 
And take thy painful ſervant to thy mercy. 
Then ſinking on his pillow, with a ſigh, 
He breath'd his innocent and ſaithful foul 
Into his hands who gave it. 
Guil, Crowns of glory, 
Such as the brighteſt angels wear, be on him; 
Peace guard his aſhes here, and paradiſe 
With all its endleſs bliſs be open to him. | 
Nerih. Our grief be on his grave. Our preſent duty 
Enjoins to fee his laſt commands obey'd. 
I hold ir fit his death be not made known 
Io ary but our friends. To-morrow early 
The council ſhall aflemble at the Toaber. 
Mean while, I beg your Grace would ftrait inform 
[To the Ducheſs of Suffolk, 
Your princely daughter of our retolution ; 
Our common int'reſt in that happy tie, 
Demands our ſwifteſt care to ſee it finiſſ'd. 
Dusch. Saß. lviy Lord, you have determin'd well, 
Lord Gul rd, 
Be it your taſk to ſpeak at large our purpoſe. 
Daugl ier, receive this Lord as one whom I, 
Your facher, and his own, ordain your huſband: 
What nore concerns our will, and your Gb dience, 
We leave you to receive from him at leiſure. 
| [ Exeunt Duke and Ducheſs of Suffolk, 
aud Duke of Northumberland. rows, 
Gui/, Wo't thou not ipare a moment from thy ſor- 


and bid theſe bubbling ſtreams forbear to flow ? 
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Wo't thou not give one interval to joy, 
One little pauſe, while humbly I unfold 
The happieſt tale my tongue was ever bleſt with ? 
L. J. Gray. My heart is cold within me, ev'ry ſenſe 
Ts dead to joy; but I will hear thee, Gui/ford, 
Nay, I muſt hear thee, ſuch is her command, 
Whom early duty taught me ſtill obey. 
But oh! forgive me, if to all thy ſtory, 
'Tho? eloquence divine attend thy ſpeaking, 
Tho” ev'ry muſe and ev'ry grace do crown thee z 
Forgive me, if I cannot better anſwer, | 
Than weeping—thus, and thus 
Guil. If I offend thee, | 
Let me be dumb for ever; let not life 
Inform theſe breathing organs of my voice, 5 
If any ſound from me diſturb thy quiet. : 
What is my peace or happineſs to thine ? 
No; tho? our noble parents had decreed, 
And urg'd high reaſons which import the ſtate, 
This night to give thee to my faithful arms, 
My faireft bride, my only earthly blifs.—— 
L. J. Gray, How ! Guilford / on this night! 
Guil. This happy night, 
Yet if thou art reſolv'd to croſs my fate, 
If this my utmoſt with ſhall give thee pain, 
Now rather let the ſtroke of death fall on me, 
And ſtretch me out a lifeleſs corſe before thee : 
Let me be ſwept away with things forgotten, 
Be huddled up in ſome obſcure blind grave, 
Ere thou ſhould*ſt ſay my love has made thee wretched, 
Or drop one fingle tear for Guilford's ſake. | 
L. J. Gray. Alas! I have too much of death already 
And want not thine to furniſh out new horror. 
Oh! dreadful thought! If thou wert dead indeed, 
What hope were left me then? Ves, I will own, 
Spite of the bluſh that burns my maiden cheek, 
My heart has fondly lean'd toward thee long: 
Thy ſweetneſs virtue, and unblemifh'd youth, 
Have won a place for thee within my boſom ; 
And if my eyes look coldly on thee now, 
And ſhun thy love on this diſaſtrous day, 
It is becauſe I would not deal fo hardly, 
To give thee ſighs for all thy faithful vows, 
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And pay thy tenderneſs with nought but tears. 
And yet 'tis all I have. | 

Guil. I aſks no more; 
Let me but call thee mine, confirm that hope, 
To charm the doubts which vex my anxious ſoul; 
For all the reſt, do thou allot it for me, 
And at thy pleaſure portion out my bleflings. 
My eyes ſhall learn to ſmile or weep from thine, 
Nor will I think of joy while thou art fad. 
Nay, could'ſ thou be ſo cruel to command it, 
I will forgo a bridegroom's ſacred right, 
And ſleep far from thee, on th' unwholſom earth, 
Where damps ariſe, and whiſtling winds blow loud. 
'Then, when the day returns, come drooping to thee, 
My locks ſtih drizzling with the dews of night, 
And chear my heart with thee as with the morning. 


L. J. Gray. Say, wo't thou conſecrate the night to 


And give up ev'ry ſenſe to folemn ſadneſs? [| ſorrow, 

Wo't thou, in watching, waſte the tedious hours, 

Sit ſilently and careful C my tide, 

Liſt to the tolling clocks, the cricket's cry, 

And ev'ry melancholy midnight noiſe ? 

| Say, wo't thou baniſh pleaſure and delight? 

Wo't thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 

And only now and then let fall a tear, 

To mourn for Edward's loſs, and England's fate! 
Guil. Unwearied till I will attend thy woes, 

And be a very faithful partner to thee. 

Near thee I will complain in ſighs as numberleſs, 

As murmurs breathing in the leafy grove : 

My eyes ſhall mix their falling drops wita thine, 

Conſtant, as never-ceaſing waters roll, 

That purl and gurgle o'er their ſands for ever. 

The ſun ſhall ſee my grief, thro? all his courſe; 

And when night comes, fad Philomel, who plains 

From ſtarry veſper to the roſy dawn, 

Shall ceaſe to tune her lamentable ſong, 

Ere I give o'er to weep and mourn with thee. 
L. J. Gray. Here then 1 take thee to my heart for 

ever. [| Giwzng her Hand. 
The dear companion of my future days; 
Whatever Providence allots for each, 


Be that the common portion of us both: 
8 Share 
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Share all the griefs of thy unhappy Jane; 
But if good Heav'n have any joys in ſtore, 
Let that be all thy own. 
Guil. Thou wondrous goodneſs ! 
Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee. 
And by the common courſe of things below, 
Where each delight is temper'd with affiictions 
Some evil terrible and unforſeen | 
Mult fure enſue, to poiſe the ſcale againſt 
This vaſt profuſion of exceeding pleaſure, 
But be it ſo, let it be death and ruin, 
On any terms I take thee. 
L. J. Gray. Truſt our fate 
To him whoſe gracious wiſdom guides our ways, 
And makes what we think evil turn to good. 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire 
I'll ſummon all my reaſon and my duty, 
To ſooth this ſtorm within, and frame my heart 
To yield obedience to my noble parents. | 
Guil, Gocd angels miniſter their comforts to thee, 
And, oh! If as my fond belief would hope, 
It any word of mine be gracious to thee, 
I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away | 
Thoſe murd'rous thoughts of grief that kill thy quiet, 
Reſtore thy gentle boſom's native peace, ; 
Lift up the hight of gladneſs in thy eyes, 
And chear my heavineſs with one dear ſmile. 
L. J. Gray. Ves, Guilford, I will ſtudy to forget 
All that the royal Edward has been to me, 
How we have lov'd, ev'n from our very cradles. 
My private lof3 no longer will I mourn, 
But ev'ry tender thought to thee ſhall turn : 
With patience I'll ſubmit to Heav*n's decree, ' 
And what I loſt in Edavard, find in thee. 
But oh ? when I revolve what ruins wait 
Our ſinking altars, and the falling ſtate: 
When I conſider what my native land _ 
Expected from her pious Sover-ign's hand 
How torm'd he was to ſave her from diſtreſs, 
A King to govern, and a faint to bleſs : 
New torrow to my lab'ring >reaſt lucceeds, 
And my whole heart for wretched Erg/gnd bleeds. 
[ Exits 
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Guil. My heart ſinks in me at her ſoft complaining, 

And ev'ry moving accent that ſhg breathes, 

Reſolves my courage, ſlackens my tough nerves, 

And melts me down in infancy and tears. 

My fancy palls, and takes diſtaſte at pleaſure z 

My ſoul grows out of tune, it loaths the yortd, 

Sickens at all the noiſe and folly of it; 

And I could fit me down in ſome dull ſhade, 

Where lonely contemplation keeps her cave, 

And dwells with hoary hermits ; there forget myſelf, 

There fix my ſtupid eyes 2 the earth, | 

And muſe away an age in deepeſt melancholy. 

| Enter Pembeoke. | | 
Pemb. Edward is dead; fo ſaid the great Northumber- 

As now he ſhot along by me in haſte; [ land, 

He preſs'd my hand, and in a whiſper begg'd me 

To guard the ſecret carefully as life, 

Till ſome few hours ſhould paſs; for much hung on it. 

Much may indeed hang on it. See my Guilford / 

Ny friend! | [ Speaking to im. 
Guil, Ha! Pembroke ! [ Starting, 
Pemb. Wherefore doſt thou ſtart ? Ts, 

Why ſits that wild diſorder on thy viſage, 

Somewhat that looks like paſſions ſtrange to thee, 

The paleneſs of ſurprize and ghaſtly fear? 

Since I have known thee firſt, and call'd thee friend, 

I never ſaw thee fo unlike thyſelf, 

So chang*d npon a ſudden. | 

Cuil. How! ſo chang'd! 

Pemb. So to my eye thou ſeem'ſt. 
Guil, "The King is dead. 
Pemb. ] learn'd it from thy father, ; 

Juſt as I enter'd here. But ſay, could that, 

A fate which ev'ry moment we expected, 

Diſtra& thy thought, or ſhock thy temper thus ? 

Guil, Oh! Pembroke! 'tis in vain to hide from thee; 

For thou haſt look'd into my artleſs boſom, 

And ſeen at once the hurry of my ſoul, 

Tis true, thy coming {truck me with ſurprize, 

I have a thought—But wherefore ſaid I one ? 

I have a thouſand thoughts all up in arms, | 

Like pop'lous towns ditturb'd at dead of night, 1} 

1 hat mix'd in darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, i 

As if their buſineſs were to make confuſion. 
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Pemb. Then ſure our better angels call'd me hither ; 
For this is friendſhip's hour, and triendſhip's office, 
To come when council and when help is wanting, 

To ſhare the pain of ev'ry gnawing care, | 
To ſpeak of comfort in the time of trouble, 
To reach a hand, and fave thee from adverſity. 

Guil. And wo't thou be a friend to me indeed? 
And while I lay my boſom bare before thee, + 
Wot thou deal tenderly, and let thy hand 
Paſs gently over ev'ry painful part ? 

Wo't thou with patience hear, and judge with temper? 
And if perchance thou meet with ſomething harſh, 
Somewhat to rouze thy rage, and grate thy ſoul, 

Wo't thou be maſter of thyſelf, and bear it? 

Pemb. Away with all this needleſs preparation ! 

Thou know'ſ thou art ſo dear, fo ſacred to me, 
'That I can never think thee an offender. 
If it were ſo, that I indeed muſt judge thee, 
I ſhould take part with thee againſt myſelf, 
And call thy fault a virtue. 
Guil. But ſuppoſe ; 
The thought were ſomewhat that concern'd our love, 
Pemb. No more; thou know'ſt we ſpoke of that to- 
And on what terms we left it. Tis a ſubject, [day, 
Of which, if poſſible, I would not think: 
I beg that we may mention it no more. 
Guil. Can we not ſpeak of it with temper ? 
Pemb, No. 
Thou know'ſt T cannot. Therefore, pr'ythee ſpare it. 
Guil, Oh! could the ſecret, 1 would tell thee, ſleep, 
And the world never know it, my fond tongue 
Should ceaſe from ſpeaking, ere I would unfold it, 
Or vex thy peace with an officious tale. 
But ſince, howe'er ungrateful to thy ear, 
It muſt be told thee once, hear it from me. [ ſoul, 
Pemb. Speak then, and eaſe the doubts that ſhock my 
Cuil. Suppoſe thy Guilford's better ſtars prevail, 
And crown lis love 
Pemb. Say not ſuppoſe : Tis done, 
Seek not for vain excuſe, or ſoft'ning words; 
'Thou haſt prevaricated with thy friend, 
By under-hand contrivarices undone me z 
And while my open nature truſted in thee, 
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Thou haſt ſtepp'd in between me and my hopes, 
And raviſh'd from me all my ſoul held dear. 
Thou haſt betray'd me 

Guil. How! betray'd thee, Pembroke ? 

Pemb, Yes, falſly, like a traitor. 

Guil, Have a care. [ thee ; 

Pemb. But think not I will bear the foul play from 
There was but this which I could ne'er forgive. 

My ſoul is up in arms, my injur*d honour, 
Impatient of the wrong, calls for revenge ; 
And tho? I love thee fond! 
Guil, Hear me yet, 
And Pembroke ſhall acquit me to himſelf. 
Hear, while I tell how fortune dealt between us, 
And gave the yielding beauty to my arms 

Pemb. What! hear it! ſtand and liſten to thy triumph! 
Tnou think*ſt me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge thee, 
Leſt I forget that ever we were friends, 

Left in the rage of diſappointed love, 
I ruſh at once and tear thee for thy falſhood. 

Guil, Thou warn'ſt me well ; and I were raſh, as thou 
To truſt the ſecret ſum of all my happineſs, [art, 
With one not maſter of himſelf, Farewel. [ Going, 

Pemb. Ha! art thou going ? think not thus to part, 
Nor leave me on the nick of this uncertainty. | 

Guil, What would'ſt thou further? 

Pemb. Tell it to me all; 8 | 
Say, thou art married, ſay thou haſt poſſeſs'd her, 

And noted in vaſt exceſs of blifs ; 
That I may curſe myſelf, and thee, and her, 
Come, tell me how thou did'ſt ſupplant thy friend? 
How did thou look with that betrayirg face, 
And ſmiling, plot my ruin ? | 
. Guil. Give me way, 
When thou art better temper'd, J may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my love and friendſhip, [traitor ?- 

Pemb. And doſt thou hope to ſhun me then, thou 

No, I will have it now, this moment from thee, 
Or drag the ſecret out from thy falſe heart. 

Guil. Away, thou madman! I would talk to winds, 
And reaſon with the rude tempeſtuous ſurge, 
Sooner than hold diſcourſe with rage like thine. 

Pemb, Tell it, or by my injur'd love I ſwear, 


[ Laying 
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[ Laying his hand upon his fworg, 

I'Il ſtab the lurking treaſon in thy heart. 
Guil, Ha! Stay thee there ; nor let thy frantic hand 

[ Sroppin; bim, 

Unſheath thy weapon. If the ſword be drawn, 

If once we meet on terms like thoſe, farewel 

To ev'ry thought of friendſhip ; one muſt fall. band. 
Pemb, Curie on thy friendſhip, I would break the 
Guil, That as you pleaſe—beſide, this place is ſacred, 

And wo'not be profan'd with brawls and outrage. 

You know, I dare be found on any ſummons. 
Pem. Tis well. My vengeance ſhall not loiter long. 

Henceforward let the thoughts of our paſt lives 

Be turn'd to deadly and remorſeleſs hate. 

Here I give up the empty name of friend, 

Renounce all gentleneſs, all commerce with thee, 

To death defy thee as mv mortal fce ; 

And when we meet again, may ſwift deſtruction 

Rid me of thee, or rid me of myſelf, [ Exits 
Guil, The fate I ever fear'd, is fall'n upon me: 

And long ago my boding heart divin'd _ 

A breach, like this, from his ungovern'd rage. 

Oh Pembroke ! tliou haſt done me much injuſtice, 

For I have born thee true unfeign'd affection; 

Tis paſt, and thou art loſt to me for ever. 

Love is, or ought to be, our greateſt bliſs; 

Since ev'ry other joy, how dear ſoever, 

Gives way to that, and we leave all for love. 

At the imperious tyrant's lordly call, 

In ſpite of reaſon and reſtraint we come, 

Leave kindred, parents, and our native l.ome., 

The trembling maid, with all her fears, he charms, 

And pulls her from her weeping mother's arms: 

He laughs at all our leagues, and in proud ſcorn 

Commands the bands of friendſhip to be torn : 

Diſdains a partner ſhould partake his throne, 

But reigns unbounded, lawleſs, and alone, [Ea it. 


"MCT 


LADY JANE GRAY. 113 
4er Ht. 


SCENE, the Tower, 


iter Pembroke and Gardiner. 
| [ blame, 
Gard. 1 AY, by the rood, my Lord, you were to 
IN To let a hair-brain'd paſſion be your guide, 

And hurry you into ſuch mad extremes. 

Marry, you might have made much worthy profit 

By patient hearing : the unthinking Lord 

Had brought forth ev'ry ſecret of his ſoul. 

Then when you were the maſter of his boſom, 

That were the time to uſe him with contempt, 

And turn his friendſhip back upon his hands. 
Pemb. Thou talk'ſt as if a madman could be wiſe, 

Oh, Wincheſter ! thy hoary frozen age 

Can never gue's my pain; can never know 

Ie burning tranſports of untam'd deſire. 

I tell thee, rev*rend Lord, to that one bliſs, 

To the enjoyment of that lovely maid, 

As to their centre, I had drawn each hope, 

And ev'ry wiſh my furious ſoul could form; 

Still with regard to that my brain forethought, 

And faſhion'd ev'ry action of my life. 

Then, to be robb'd at once, and unſuſpecting. 

Be daſh'd in all the height of expectation! 

It was not to be borne. | [ ſince ? 
Gard. Have you not heard of what has happen'd 
Pemb. J have not had a minute's peace of mind, 

A moment's pauſe, to reſt from rage, or think, 

Gard. Learn it from me then: But ere I ſpeak, 

I warn you to be maſter of yourſelf. 

Though, as you know, they have confin'd me long, 

Gra'mercy to their goodneſs, pris'ner here; 

Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large 

Within the Tower, and hold free ſpeech with any, 

I have not dreamt away my thoughtleſs hours, 

Without good heed to theſe our righteous rulers. 

To prove this true, this morn a truſty ſpy 

Has brought me word, that yeſter ev*ning late, 

In ſpite of all the grief for Edward's death, 

Your friends were married, 


* 
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Pemb. Married! who? Damnation! 
Gard. Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady Zane. 
Pem. Curſe on my ſtars! * 
Gard. Nay, in the name of grace, 
Reſtrain this ſinful paſſion ; all's not loſt 
In this one ſingle woman. 
Pem. I have loſt. | | 
More than the female world can give me back. j 
I had beheld ev'n her whole fex, unmov'd, 
Look'd o'er 'em like a bed of gaudy flowers, 
That lift their painted heads, and live a day, 
Then ſhed their trifling glories unregarded: 
My heart diſdain'd their beauties, till ſhe came, 
With ev'ry grace that Nature's hand could give, 
And with a mind ſo great, it ſpoke its eſſence 
Immortal and divine. | 
Gard. She was a wonder ; 
Detraction muſt allow that. 
Pemb. The virtues came, 
Sorted in gentle fellowſhip, to crown her, 
As if they meant to — each other's work. 
Candor with goodneſs, fortitude with ſweetneſs, 
Strict piety, and love of truth, with learning, 
More than the ſchools of Athens ever knew, 
Or her own Plato taught. A wonder! Winchefter ! 
Thou know'ſt not what ſhe was, nor can I ſpeak her, 
More than to ſay, ſhe was that only bleſſing 
My ſoul was ſet upon, and I have loſt her. 
Card. Your ſtate is not ſo bad as you would make it; 
Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry hope. 
Pemb. Ha! wo't thou ſave me, ſnatch me from diſ- 
And bid melive again? 5 [ pair, 
Gard. She may be yours. 
Suppoſe her huſband die. 
Pemb. O vain, vain hope ! ; 
Gard, Marry, I do not hold that hope ſo vain. 
Theſe goſpellers have had their golden days, 
And lorded it at will; with proud deſpite, 
Have troden down our holy Roman faith, 
Ranſack'd our ſhrines, and driv'n her faints to exile. 
But if my divination fail me not, 
Their haughty hearts ſhall be abas'd ere long, 
And feel the vengeance of our Mary's reign. - 


Pemb. 
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Pemb. And would'ſt thou have my fierce impatience 
Bid me lie bound upon a rack, and wait [ ſtay ? 
For diſtant joys, whole ages yet behind ? 

Can love attend on politicians ſchemes, . 
Expect the ſlow events of cautious counſels, 
Cold unreſolving heads, and creeping time ? 

Gard. To-day, or I am ill-inform'd, Northumberland, 

With eaſy Suffolk, Guilford, and the reſt, 

Meet here in council on ſome deep deſign, 

Some traiterous contrivance, to protect | 

Their upſtart faith from near approaching ruin. 

But there are puniſhments halters and axes 

For traitors, and conſuming flames for heretics. 

The happy bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, 

Ev'n in his higheſt hope. But go not you; 

Howe'er the fawning Sire, old Dudly, court you; 

No, by the holy rood, I charge you, mix not 

With their pernicious counſels. —Miſchief waits em, 
Sure, certain unavoidable deſtruction. 

Pemb. Ha! join with them! the curſed Dudley's race! 
Who, while they held me in their arms, betray'd me ; 
Scorn'd me for not ſuſpecting they were villains, 

And made a mock'ry of my eaſy friendſhip. 

No, when I do, diſhonour be my portion, | 
And ſwift perdition catch me; Join with them! 

Gard. I would not have you Lie you to the city, 
And join with thoſe who love our ancient faith, 

Gather your friends about you, and be ready 
T' aſſert our zealous Mary's royal title, 

And doubt not but her grateful hand ſhall give you 
To ſee your ſoul's deſire upon your enemies. 

The church ſhall pour her ample treaſures forth too, 
And pay you with ten thouſand years of pardon. 

Pemb. No; keep your bleflings back, and give me 
Give me to tell that ſoft deceiver Guilford, [vengeance, 
Thus, traitor, haſt thou done, thus haſt thou wrong'd me, 
And thus thy treaſon finds a juſt reward. 

Gard. But ſoft! no more! the Lords o' th* Council 
Ha ! by the-maſs, the bride and bridegroom too! 
Retire with me, my Lord; we muſt not meet em. 

Pemb, *Tis they themſelves, the curſed happy pair! 
Haſte, Winchefter, haſte ! let us fly for ever, 

And drive her from my very thoughts, if * 
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Oh! love what have I loſt !—Oh! rev'rend Lord! 
Pity this fond, this fooliſh weakneſs in me ! 
Methinks, I go like our firſt wretched father, 
When from his bliſsful garden he was driv'n: 
Like me he went deſpairing, and like me, 
Thus at the gate ſtopt ſhort for one laſt view; 
Then with the chearleſs partner of his woe, 
He turn'd him to the world that lay below : 
There, for his Eden's happy plains, beheld 
A barren, wild, uncomfortable field ; 
He ſaw *twas vain the ruin to deplore, 
He tried to give the {ad remembrance o'er ; 
The ſad remembrance ſtill return'd again, 
And his loſt paradiſe renew'd his pain. 
|  _[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner, 
Enter Lord Guilford, and Lady Jane. 
Guil, What ſhall J fay to thee! What Pow'r divine 

Will teach my tongue to tell thee what I feel? 
To pour the tranſports of my boſom forth, 
And make thee partrer of the joy dwells there ? 
For thou art comfortleſs, full of affliction, 
Heavy.of heart as the forſaken widow, 


And deſolate as orphans. Oh, my fair one! 


Thy Edward ſhines amongſt the brighteſt ſtars, 
And yet thy ſorrows ſeek him in the grave. 
I. J. Gray. Alas, my deareſt Lord? a thouſand pricts 
Beſet my anxious heart; and yet, as if 
The burden were too little, I have added 
The weight of all thy cares; and like the miſer, 


| Increaſe of wealth has made me but more wretched, 


'The morning light ſeems not to riſe as uſual, 

It dawns not to me, like my virgin days, 

But brings new thougiits and other fears upon me; 
I tremble, and my anx1ous heart is pain'd, 


| Left ought but good ſhould happen to my Guilford. 


. Guil. Nothing but good can happen to thy Guz/ford, 

While thou art by his fide, his better angel, 

His bleſſing and his guard. | 

L. J. Gray. Why came we hither ? 

Why was I drawn to this unlucky place, 

This Tow'r, ſo often ſtain'd with royal blood? 

Here the Fourth E7wward's helpleſs ſons were murde!'d, 

And pious Henry fell by ruthleſs G/ofeer : : 
5 
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Is this the place allotted for rejoicing ? . 
The bow'r adorn'd to keep our nuptial feaſt in? 
Methinks ſuſpicion and diſtruſt dwell here, 
Staring with meagre forms thro* grated windows; 
Death lurks within, and unrelenting puniſhment ; 
Without, grim danger, fear, and fierceſt pow'r 
Sit on the rude old tow'rs, and Gothic battlements : 
While horror overlooks the dreadful wall, | 
And frowns on all around. 
Guil. In ſafety here, | 
The Lords o' th* Council have this morn Cecreed 
'To meet, and with united care ſupport 
The feeble tott'ring ſtate. To thee, my Princeſs, 
Whoſe royal veins are rich in Henry's blood, 
With one conſent the nobleſt heads are bow'd ? 
From thee they aſk a ſanction to their counſels, 
And from thy healing hand expect a cure, 
For England's loſs in Edward. 
L. J. Gray. How! from me! 
Alas, my Lord! But ſure thou mean'ſt to mock me? 
Guil, No, by the love my faithful heart is full of! 
But ſee, thy mother, gracious S/o/#, comes 
To intercept my ſtory : ſhe ſhall tell thee ; 
For in her look I read the lab'ring thought, 
What vaſt event thy fate is now diſcloſing. 
Enter the Ducheſs of Suffolk. | 
Duch. Suff. No more complain, indulge thy tears no 
Thy pious grief has giv'n the grave its | <p more, 
Jet thy heart kindle with the higheſt hopes; 
Expand thy boſom, let thy ſoul enlarg'd 
Make room to entercain the coming glory; 
For majeſty and purple greatneſs court thee 
Homage and low ſubjection wait: A crown, 
"That makes the princes of the earth like gods 
A crown, my daughter, England's crown attends, 
To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath, 
L. F. Gray. Amazement chills my veins! What ſays 
| my mother? | | 
Duch. Suff. Tis Heav'n's decree; for our expiring 
When now, juſt drugs to his native ſkies, [ Edward, 
Ev'n on the verge of Heav'n, in ſight of angels, A 
That hover'd round to waft him to the ſtars, 
Ev'n then declar'd my Jane for his ſucceſſor. 
Vor. . 1. | ; Fe Gras 
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. Gray. Could Edward do this? Could the dying 
Bequeath his crown to me? Oh, fatal bounty! [faint 
To me! but *tis impoſſible ! we dream. 

A thouſand and a thouſand bars oppoſe me, 


Rite in my way, and intercept my paſſage. 


Ev'n you, my gracious mother, what muſt you be, 
Ere I can be a Queen? | 
Duch. Suff. That, and that only, 
Thy mother; fonder of that tender name, 
Than all the proud additions pow'r can give. 
Ves, I will give up all my ſhare of greatneſs, 
And live in low obſcurity for ever, 


*To ſee thee rais'd, thou darling of my heart, 


And fix'd upon a throne. But ſee! thy father, 
Northumberland, with all the Council come 
To pay their vow'd allegiance at thy feet, 
To kneel, and call thee Queen, 
. F, Gray. Support me, Guilford; 
Give me thy aid: Ray thou my tainting ſoul, 
And help me to repreſs this growing darger. 
Enter Suffolk, Northumberland, Lords, and o'hers ef 
the Pri Lain Kings, 
North. Hail, ſacred Princeſs! ſprung from ancient 
Our Englund”s deareſt hope, undoubted offspring 


Of York and Lancaſter's united line; 


By whoſe bright zeal, by whoſe victorious faith, 
Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure religion, 
"Phat Iamp «cf truth which ſhines upon our altars, 
Shall lift its golden head, and flouriſh long; 
Beneath whoſe awful rule and righteous ſceptre, 
The plenteous years ſhall roll in long ſucceſſion ; 


Law fhall prevail, and ancient right take place, 


Fair Liberty ſhall lift her chearful head, 
Fearleſs of tyranny and proud oppreſſion; 
No fad complaining in our ftreets ſhall cry, 
But juſtice ſhall be exercis'd in mercy, 


Hail, royal Zane! behold, we bend our knees, 


| [ T hey kneel, 
The pledge of homage, and thy land's obedience; 
With humbleſt duty thus we kneel, and own thee 
Our liege, our ſovereign, our lady, and our oe 
L. F. Gray. Oh, rife! 
My Ns, riſe! ; ITT s . 
| Att 
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And you, my father, too! [To North. 
Riſe all, nor cover me with this confuſion. [They riſe. 
What means this mock, this maſquing ſhew of great- 
Why do you hang tHeſe pageant glories on me, [nels ? 
And dreſs me up in honours not my own? _ 

North. The daughters of our late great maſter Henry, 
Stand both by law excluded from ſucceſſion. 
To make all firm, | 
And fix a power unqueſtion'd in your hand, 
Edward, by will, bequeath'd his crown to you: 
And the concurring lords in council met, 
Have ratified the gift. an 

L. F. Gray. Are crowns and empire, 
The government and ſafety of mankind, 
Trifles of ſuch light moment, to be left 
Like ſome rich toy, a ring, or fancied gem, 
The pledge of parting friends? Can Kings do thus, 
And give away a people for a legacy ? 

North. Forgive me, princely lady, if my wonder 
Seizes each ſenſe, each faculty of mind, 
To fee the utmoſt with the great can form, | 
A crown, thus coldly met: A crown! which flighted, 
And left in ſcorn by you, ſhall ſoon be ſought, 
And find a joyful wearer; one, perhaps, 
Ot blood, unkindred to your royal houſe, 
And hx its glories in another line. 

L. F. Gray. Where art thou now, thou partner of my 

cares? 8 [Turning to Guilford. 
Come to my aid, and help to bear this burthen: 
Oh! ſave me from this ſorrow, this misfortune, 
Which in the ſhape of gorgeous greatneſs comes 
To crown, and make a wretch of me for ever. 
Gnil. Thou weep'ft, my Queen, and hang'ſt thy 
drooping head, 

Like nodding poppies, heavy with the rain, 
That bow their weary necks, and bend to earth. 
See, by thy ſide, thy faithful Guz/fyd frands, 
Prepar'd to keep diſtreſs and danger from thee, 
To wear thy ſacred cauſe upon his ſword, 
And war againſt the world in thy defence. 

North. Oh! flay this inauſpicious ſtream of tears, 
And chear your people with one gracious ſmile, 
Nor comes your fate in ſuch a dreadful form, g 
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To bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe ſacred eyes 

On the bright proſpe& empire ſpreads before you. 
Methinks 1 ſee you ſeated on the throne ; 

Beneath your feet, the kingdom's great degrees 
In bright confuſion ſhine, mitres and coronets, 
The various ermine, and the glowing purple; 
Aſſembled ſenates wait with awful dread, 

To firm your high commands, and make em fate. 
E. J. Gray. You turn to view the painted fide of 
And cover all the cares that lurk beneath. |[ royalty, 
Is it, to be a Queen, to ſit aloft, | 

In ſolemn, dull, uncomfortable ſtate, 

The flatter'd idol of a ſervile court? 

Is it, to draw a pompous train along, | 

A pageant, for the wond'ring crowd to gaze at? 

Is it, in wantonneſs of power to reign, 

And make the world ſubſervient to my pleaſure ? 

Is it not rather, to be greatly wretched, _ 

To watch, to toil, to take a ſacred charge, 

To bend each day before high Heav'n, and own, 

This people haſt thou truſted to my hand, 

And at my hand, I know, thou ſhalt require em? 
Alas, Northumberland !—My father Is it not 

To live a life of care, and when I die, | 
Have more to anſwer for before my judge, a 
Than any of my ſubjects? | 

Duch. Suff. Ev'ry ſtate 

Allotted to the race of man below, 

Is, in proportion, doom'd to taſte ſome ſorrow, 

Nor is the golden wreath on a King's brow 

Exempt from care; and yet, who would not bear it ? 
Think on the monarchs of our royal race, 

They liv'd not for themſelves: how many bleſſings, 
How many lifted hands ſhall pay thy toil, 

If for thy people's good thou haply borrow, 

Some portion from the hours of reſt, and wake 

To give the world repoſe ! [Fs 

Suff. Behold, we ſtand upon the brink of ruin, 

And only thou canſt fave us. Perſecution, | 
That fiend of Rome and hell, prepares her tortures ; 

See where ſhe comes, in Mary's prieſtly train! 

Still wo't thou doubt? till thou behold her ſtalk, 
Red with the blood of martyrs, and wide waſting 
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O'er England's boſom? All the mourning year 
Our towns ſhall glow with unextinguiſh'd fires ; 
Our youth on racks ſhall ſtretch their crackling bones; 
Our babes ſhall ſprawl on conſecrated ipears ; 
Matrons and huſbands, with their new-born infants, 
Shall burn promiſcuous; a continu'd peal 
Of lamentations, groans, and ſhrieks ſhall ſoun 
Through all our purple ways. . 
Guil. Amidft that ruin, ; 
Think thou behold'it thy Guzford's head laid low, 
Bloody and pale 
L. J. Gray. Oh! ſpare the dreadful image 
_ __ Guil. Oh! would the miſery be bounded there, 
My life were little ; but the rage of Rome 
Demands whole hecatombs, a land of victims. 
With Superſtition comes that other fiend, 
That bane of peace, of arts, and virtue, Tyranny ; 
That foe of juſtice, ſcorner of all law ; | 
That beaſt, which thinks mankind were born for one, 
And made by Heav'n to be a monſter's prey; 
That heavieſt curſe of groaning nations, Tyranny. 
Mary ſhall, by her kindred Spain, be taught 
To bend our necks beneath a brazen yoke, 
„And rule o'er wretches with an 1ron ſceptre. 
L. J. Gray. Avert that judgment, Heav'a!: 
Whare'er thy providence allots for me, | 
In mercy ſpare my country. 
Guil, Oh! my Queen! 
Does not thy great, thy gen'rous heart relent,, 
To think this land, for liberty ſo fam'd, 
Shall have her tow'ry front at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its glory? Oh! my country 
Oh! faireſt Albion, empreſs of the deep, 
How have thy nobleft ſons, with ſtubborn valour, 
Stood to the laſt, died many a field in blood, | 
In dear defence of birth-right and their laws! [domz, 
And ſhall thoſe hands which fought the cauſe of free- 
Be manacled in baſe unworthy bonds: 
Be tamely yielded up, the ipoil, the ſlaves 
Of hair-brain'd zeal, and cruel coward prieſts?? 
Z. F. Gray. Yes, my lov'd lord, my ſoul is mov'd 
like thine, 
At ev'ry danger which invades our England; 


L. 3, 


222 LADY JANE GRAY. 


My cold heart kindles at the great occaſion, 
And could be more than man in her defence. 
But where is my commiſſion to redreſs ? 
Or whence my pow'r to fave? Can Edward's will, 
Or twenty met in council, make a Queen? 
Can you, my lords, give me the power to canvaſs 
A doubtful title with King Henry's daughters? 
Where are the rev'rend ſages of the law, 
To guide me with their wiſdoms, and point out 
The paths which right and juſtice bid me tread ? 
North. The Judges all attend, and will at leiſure 
| Reſolve you ev'ry icruple. | 
. J. Gray. They expound ; 
But where are thoſe, my lord, that make the law ? 
Where are the ancient honours of the realm, 
The nobles, with the mitred fathers join'd ? 
The wealthy commons ſolemnly aſſembled ? 
Where is that voice of a conſenting people, 
To pledge the univerſal faith with mine, 
And call me juſtly Queen? 
Nerth, Nor ſhall that long 
Be wanting to your wiſh. The lords and cOmmoens 
Shall at your royal bidding, ſoon aſſembled, 
And with united homage own your title. 
Delay not then to meet the general wiſh, 
But be our Queen, be England's better angel. 
Nor let miſtaken piety betray you 
To join with cruel Mary in our ruin; 
Her bloody faith commands her to deſtroy, 
And yours forbids to ſave. | 
Guil. Our foes, already 
High in their hopes, devote us all to death : 
The droniſh monks, the ſ:ora and ſhame of manhood, 
Rouze and prepare once more to take poſſeſſion, 
To neſtle in their ancient hives again; | 
Again they furbiſh up their holy trumpery, 
Relics, and woaden-working ſaints, 
Whole loads of lumber and religious rubbiſh, 
In high proceſſion mean to bring them back, 
And place the puppets in their ſhrines again: 
While thoſe of keener malice, ſavage Bonner, 
And deep deſigning Gard' ner, dream of vengeance z ; 
Pevour the blood of innocents, in hope; 6 
Like 
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Like vultures; ſnuff the ſlaughter in the wind, 
And ſpeed their flight to havoc and the prey. 
Haſte then, and fave us, while 'tis given to ſave 
Your country, your rel:gion. 

North. Save your friends? , 

Su. Your father! 

Duch. Sulf. Mother! 

Guil. Hutband |! 

L. J. Gray. Take me, crown me, 

Inveſt me with this royal wretchedneſs; 

Let me not know one happy minute more; 

Let all my ſleepleſs nights be ſpent in care, 

My days be vex'd with tumults and alarms ; 

If only I can ſave you, if my fate 

Has mark'd me out to be the public victim, 

] take the lot with joy. Yes, I will die 

For that eternal truth my faith is fix'd on, 

And that dear native land which gave me birth. 

Guil, Wake ev'ry tuneful inſtrument to tell it, 
And let the trumpet's ſprightly note proclaim 
My Fane is England's Queen! Let the loud cannon. 
In peals of thunder ſpeak it to Auguſta; 

Imperial Thames, catch thou the tacred ſound, 
And roll it to the ſubject ocean down: 

Tell the old deep, and all thy brother floods, 

My Zane is empreſs of the wat'ry world! 

Now with glad fires our bloodleſs ſtreets ſhall ſhine : 
With cries of joy our chearful ways thall ring; 
Thy name ſhall echo thro? the reſcu'd ile, 

And reach applauding Heav'n ! 

L. J. Gray. Oh, Guilford ! what do we give up for 
For glory! that's a toy I would not purchaſe, [ glory! 
An idle, empty bubble. But for England! 

What mult we loſe for that! Since then my fate 
Has forc'd this hard exchange upon my will, 
Let gracious Heav'n allow me one requelt : 
For that bleſt peace in which I once did dwell, 
For books, retirement, and my ſtudious cell, 
For all thoſe joys my happier days did prove, 
For Plato, and his Academic Grove; 
All that I aſk, is, tho' my fortune frown, 
And bury me beneath this fatal crown; 
| - L 4 Let: 
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Let that one gcod be added to my doom, 
To ſave this land from tyranny and Rome. [ Exeunt, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. a 
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ACT 
SCENE continues. 


( ** 


Euter Pembroke aud Gaiilir. 


Gard. IN an unlucky and accurſed hour [ berland, 
IS. forth that traitor Duke, that proud VNoribum- 

To draw his ſword upon the ſide of hereſy, 

And war againſt our Mary's royal right : 

Ill fortune fly before, and pave his way 

With diſappointments, miſchief, and defeat ; 

Do thou, O holy Becke?, the protector, 

The champion, and the martyr of, our church, 

Appear, and once more own the cauſe of Rome; 

Beat deen his lance, break thou his ſword in battle, 

And cover foul rebellion with confuſion. 

Pemb. I ſaw him marching at his army's head ; 

I mark'd him iſſuing through the city-gate 

In harneſs all appointed, as he paſs'd; 

And (for he wore his beaver up) could read 

Upon his viſage, horror and diſmay. 

No voice of chearful ſalutation chear'd him, 

None wiſh'd his arms might thrive, or bade God ſpeed 

But thro? a ſtaring ghaſtly-looking crowd, him; 

UnhaiPd, unbleſs'd, with heavy heart he went: 

As if his traitor father's haggard ghoſt, 

And Somerſet, freſh bleeding from the axe, 

On either hand had uſher'd him to ruin. 

Gard. Nor ſhall the holy vengeance loiter long. 

At Farmingham in Suffolk hes the Queen, 

Mary, our pious miſtreſs, where each day 

The nobles of the land, and ſwarming populace, 

Gather, and liſt beneath her royal enſigns. 

The fleet, commanded by Sir Tm . 

Set out in warlike manner to oppoſe her, | 

With one conſent have join'd to own her cauſe : 

The valiant Suſſex, and Sir Edward Haſtings, With 
. | 1th 
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With many more of note are-up in arms, ; 
And all declare for her. 

Pemb. The citizens, 

Who held the noble Somer/et right dear, 

Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his race, 

And would, upon the inſtant, join t' oppoſe him; 
Could we but draw ſome of the lords o' the council 
T' appear among 'em, own the ſame deſign, 

And bring the rev*rend ſanction of authority 

To lead 'em into action. For that purpoſe, 

To thee, as to an oracle, I come, 

To learn what ſit expedient may be found, 

To win the wary council to our ſide, 

Say tliou, whoſe head is grown thus ſilver-white 
In arts of government, and turns of ſtate, 

How may we blaſt our enemies with ruin, 

And fink the curs'd Northumberland to hell? . 

Gard. In happy time be your whole wiſh accom- 
Pad... | . 

Since the proud Duke ſet out, I have had conference; - 

As fit occaſion ſerv'd, with divers of 'em; 

The Earl of Arundel, Maſon, and Cheyney ; 

And find 'em all diſpos'd as we could aſk. - - 

By holy Mary, if J count aright, © © gh ett 
To day the better part ſhall leave this place, yg 
And meet at Baynard's-Caſtle in the city z 

There own our ſovereign's title, and defy 
Jane and her goſpel- crew. But hie you hence! 

This place is ſtill within our foes command, 

Their puppet- queen reigns here. 
ater an officer with a. guard. 
Off. Seize on em both. 3 
[ Guards ſeixe Pembroke and Gardiner. 
My lord, you are a pris'ner to the ſtate. - 
Pemb. Ha! by whoſe order? 
OF. By the Queen's command, 
Sign'd and deliver'd by Lord Guilford Dudley, - 
Pemb. Curſe on his traitor's heart! 
Gard. Reſt you contented : | | 
You have loiter'd here too long; but-uſe your patience, 
Theſe bonds ſhall not be laſting... | 
OF. As for you, Sir, [To Gardiner. 
"Tis the Queen's pleaſure you be cloſe conſin'd: 
: He You've - 
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You've us'd that fair permiſſion was allo'x'd you 
To walk at large within the Tower, unworthily. 
You're noted for an over-buſy meddler, 
A ſecret practiſer againſt the ſtate ; 
For which, henceforth, your limits thall be ſtraiter. 
Hence, to your chamber 
Gard. Farewel, gentle Pembroke ; 
I truſt that we ſhall meet on blither terms: 
Till then, amongſt my beads, I will remember you, 
And give you to the keeping of the ſaints. 
[ Exeunt part of the guards with Gardiner. 
Pemb, Now, whither muſt I go? 
. Offi. This way, my Lord. [ Going off. 
Enter Guilford. | 
Guil. Hold, captain! ere you go, I have a word or 
For this your noble pris'ner. [ two 
OF. At your pleaſure : 
1 Know my daty, and attend your Lordſhip. 
[ The officer aud guards retire to the fartheſ! 
fart of the tage. | 
Gil. Is all the gentlencſs that was betwixt us 
So loft, fo fwept away from thy remembrance, 
Thou can'ſt her look upon me ? 
Pemb. Ha! not look 
What terrors are there in the Dudley s race, 
That Pembroke dares not look upon and ſcorn ? 
And yet, *tis true, I would not look upon thee : 
Our eyes avoid to look on what we hate, 
As well as what we fear, 
Cuil. You hate me, then! 
Pemb. I do; and wiſh perdition may o'ertake 
Thy father, thy falſe ſelf, and thy whole name. 
Guil, And yet, as ſure as rage diſturbs thy reaſon, 
And maſters all the noble nature in thee, 
As ſure as thou haſt wrong'd me, I am come 
In tenderneſs of friendſhip te preſerve thee ; 
To plant ev'n all the power I have before thee, 
And fence thee from deſtruction with my life. [thee ! 
Pemb, Friendſhip from thee! but my juſt ſoul diſdains 
Hence! take the proſtituted bauble back, _ 
Hang it to grace ſome ſlavering ideot's neck, 
For none but fools will praiſe the tinſel toy. 
But thou art come, perhaps, to vaunt thy greatneſs, 
Aud ſet * purple pomp to view before me ;. FX 
"YT 
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To let me know that Guilford is a King, 
That he can ſpeak the word and give me freedom. 
Oh, ſhort- liv'd pageant ! had'it thou all the power 
Which thy vain ſoul would graſp at, I would die, 
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace, 
The leaſt, the meaneſt courteſy from thee. 
Guil. Oh, Pembroke! But I have not time to talk, 
For danger preſſes danger, unforeſeen, 
And ſecret as the ſhaft that ſes by night, 
Is aiming at thy life. Captain, a word! [To the (cer. 
I take your pris'ner to my proper charge; 
Draw off your guard, and leave his ſword with me. 
The officer deli vers the Fword i Lord Guilford, 
and goes out with his guard, 
[ Lord Guiltord offering the feoord to Pembroke. 
Receive this gift, ev'n from a rival's hand; 
And if thy rage will ſuffer thee to hear 
The counſel of a wan once calPd t. iy friend, 
Fly from this fatal place, and ſeek thy ſafety. 
Pemb, How now ! what ſhew! what mockery 15 this & 
I; it in ſport you uſe me thus? What owns 
This ſwift fantaſtic changing of the ſcene 
Cuil. Oh, take thy (word; and let % W hand. 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble life: 
The time, the danger, and the wild 1 impatience, 
Forbid me all to enter into ſneech with thee ,. 
Or I could tell thee 
Pemb, No, it needs rot, traitor ! 
For all thy poor, thy little arts are known, - 
Thou fear'ſt my vEngeanc de, and art come to fawn,, 
'Fo make a merit of that proffer'd freedom, 
Which, in deſpite of thee, a day ſhall give me, 
Nor can my fate depend on thee, falſe Guilford; 
For know, to thy confuſion, ere the ſun 
Twice gild the eaſt, our royal Mary comes 
To end thy pageant reign, and ſet me free. [me: 
Guil, Ungrateful and unjuſt! Haſt thou then known, 
So little, to accuſe my heart of fear? 
Haſt thou forgot Mufelboreugh's field ?: 
Did I then fear, when by thy fide I fought, 
And dy'd my maiden ſword in Scotiſb bicod !' 
But this is madneſs all. 
Permb. Give me my word: [Taking bis fererd,, 
| L. 6. | Feria Ps. 
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Perhaps indeed, I wrong thee. Thou haſt thought; 
And conſcious of the injury thou haſt done me, 
Art come to proffer me a ſoldier's juſtice, 
And meet my arm in ſingle oppoſition. 
Lead then, and let me follow to the field. 
Guil. Ves, Pembroke, thou ſhalt ſatisfy thy vengeance, 
And write thy bloody purpoſe on my boſom, _ 
But let death wait to-day. By our paſt friendſhip, 
In Honour's name, by ev'ry ſacred tie, | 
I beg thee aſk no more, but haſte from hence. 

. Pemb. What myſtic meaning lurks beneath thy words? 
What fear is this which thou would'ſt awe my ſoul with? 
Is there a danger Pemhroke dares not meet? 

Guil. Oh, ſpare my tongue a tale of guilt and horror, 
Truſt me this once: believe me when J tell thee, 
Thy ſafety and thy life is all I ſeek. 
8 | | 
Pemb. © By Heav'n! I wo'not ſtir a ftep.? 
Curſe on this ſhuffling, dark, ambiguous phraſe. 
If thou would*ſt have me think thou mean'ſt me fairly; 
Speak with that plainneſs honeſty delights in, 
And let thy double-tongue for once be true. ' 
Gail. Forgive me, filial piety and nature, 

If thus compelPd, I break your ſacred laws 
Reveal my father's crime, and blot with infamy 
'The hoary head of kim who gave me being, 

To ſave the man whom my ſoul loves, from death. 

[ Giving a paper. 

Read there the fatal purpoſe of thy foe, | 
A thought which wounds my foul with ſhame and horror! 
Somewhat that darkneſs ſhould have hid for ever, 

But that thy life — Say, haſt thou ſeen that character? 

Pemb. | know it well; the hand of proud NVorihum- 

Directed to his minions, Gates and Palmer, | berland, 

What's this? | : [ Reads. 
Remember, with your cloſeſt care, to obſerve thoſe 

« whom I named to you at parting; eſpecially keep 

« your eye upon the Earl of Pn rote; as his power and 

* intereſt are moſt conſiderable, ſo his oppoſition will be 

« moſt fatal to us. Remember the reſolution was taken, 

« if ycu ſhou'd find him inclined to our enemics. The 

« forms of juſtice are tedious, and delays are danger- 
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© ous. If he falters, loſe not the ſight of him till your 
« daggers have reached his heart.“ 
My +a | Oh, murd”rous villain ! 

Guil. Since we parted, 

Thy ways have all been watch'd, thy ſteps been mark'd; 
Thy ſecret treaties with the malecontents 1 

That harbour in the city, thy conferring 

With Gardner here in the Tower; all is known: 

And, in purſuance of that bloody mandate, 

A ſet of choſen ruffians wait to end thee: 

There was but one way left me to preſerve thee; 

I took it; and this morning ſent my warrant | 

To ſeize upon thy perſon But begone ! | 

Pemb. *Tis ſo—' tis truth ſee his honeſt heart 

Guil. J have a friend of well-tried faith and courage 
Who, with a fit diſguiſe, and arms conceal'd, 
Attends without to guide thee hence with ſafety. 

Pemb, What is Northumberland? and what art'thou? 

Guil. Waſte not the time. Away! 

Pemb. Here let me fix, | 
And gaze with everlaſting wonder on thee. 

What is there good or excellent in man, 
That is not found in thee? Thy virtues flaſh, 
They break at once on my aſtoniſh'd ſoul ; 
As if the curtains of the dark were drawn 

To let in day at midnight. 

Guil, Think me true; 

And tho? ill- fortune croſs'd upon our friendſhip— 

Pemb. Curſe on our fortune! Think !—TI know 

thee honeſt.? 

Gul, Forever I could hear thee—but thy life, 

Oh, Pembroke ! linger not 

Pemb. And can 1 leave thee, 

Ere I have claſp'd thee in my eager arms, 

And giv'n thee back my ſad repenting heart? 

Believe me, Guilford, like the Patriarch's dove, 
[ Embracing, . 

It wander'd forth, but found no reſting- place, 

Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 

Guil. What is there that my ſoul can more defire, 
'Than theſe dear marks of thy returning friendſhip ? 
The danger comes—lt you ſtay longer here, 

You die, my Pembroke, | 
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Pemb. Let me ſtay and die; 
For if I go, I go to work thy ruin. 

Thou know'ſt not what a foe thou ſend'ſt me forth, 
'That I have ſworn deſtruction to the Queen, 

And pledg'd my faith to Mary and her caule : 

My honour 1s at flake. 

Guil. I knew *tis given. | 
Bet go—tue ſtronger thy engagements there, 

The more's thy danger here; There is a Power, 
Who ſits above the ſtars; in him I truſt : 

All that I have, his bounteous hand beſtow'd: 
And he that gave it, can preſerve it to me. 

If his o'er-ruling will ordains my ruin, 

What is there more but to fall down before him, 
And humbly yield gbedience !—Fly ! begone ! 

Pemb. Yes, I vill go—for ſee! Behold who comes 
Oh, Guilford! hide me, ſhield me from her fight ; 
Ev'ry mad paſſion kindles up again, 

Love, rage, deipair—and yet 1 will be maſter—— 
I will remember thee——Oh, my torn heart! 
I have a thouſand, thouſand things to ſay, 
But cannot, dare not ſtay to look on her. 
Thus gloomy N where'er the breaking morn 
Gives notice of the chearful ſun's return, 
Fade at the light, with horror ſtand oppreſt, 
And ſhrink before the purple-dawning eaſt: 
Swift with the fleeting ſhades they wing their way, 
And dread the brightneſs of the riſing day. 
[ Exeunt Guilford and Pembroke. 
- Emer Lady Jane Gray, reading. 
L. J. Gray. «Tis falſe ! The thinking ſoul is ſome- 
ce what more 
« Than ſymmetry of atoms well-diſpos'd, 
The harmony of matter. Farewel elſe 
« 'The hope of all hereafter, that new Le, 
« That ſeparate intellect, which muſt ſurvive. 
„When this fine frame is moulder'd into duſt.“ 
Enter Guilford. 
Cuil. What read'ſt thou there, my Qreen ? 
L. F. Gray, Tis Plato's Phædon; 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of life, 
With ſuch an eaſy, careleſs, calm indifference, 
As if the trifle were of no account, 
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Mean in itſelf, and only to be worn 
In honour of the giver. 
Guil. Shall thy ſoul 
Still ſcorn the world, fill fly the joys that court 
Thy blooming beauty, and thy tender youth? 
Still ſhall ſhe foar on Contemplation's wing, 
And mix with nothing meaner than the ſtars ; 
As Heaven and immortality alone 
Were objects worthy to employ her faculties ? 
L. F. Gray. Bate but thy truth, what 1s there here 
Deſerves the leaſt regard? Is it not time [ below 
To bid our ſouls look ont, explore hereafter, 
And ſeek ſome better ſure abiding- place; 
When all around our gathering foes come on, 
To drive to {weep us from this world at once? 
Guil, Does any danger new 
L. J. Gray. The faithleſs counſellors 
Are fled from hence to join the princeis Mary, 
The ſervile herd of courtiers, who fo late 
In low obedience bent the knee before me ; | 
They who with zealous tongues, and hands uplifted, 
Beſought me to defend their laws and faith; 
Vent their lewd execrations on my name, 
Proclaim me trait'reſs now, and to the ſcaffold 
Doom my devoted head. 
Guil, The changeling villains ! 
That pray for ſlavery, fight for their bonds, 
And ſhun the bleſfing, liberty, like ruin. 
What art thou, human nature, to do thus? 
Does fear or folly make thee, like the Indian, 
Fall down before this dreadful devil, tyranny, 
And worſhip the deftroyer ? 
But wherefore do I loiter tamely here ? 
Give me my arms: I will preſerve my country, 
Ev'n in her own deſpite. Some friends I have, 
Who will or die or conquer in thy cauſe, 
Thine and Religion's, thine and £ngland”s cauſe 
L. J. Gray. Art thou not. all my treaſure, all my 
And wo't thou take from me the only joy. [guard! 
"The laſt defence is left me here below? | 
Think not thy arm can ſtem the driving torrent, 
Or ſave a people, who with blinded rage 
Urge their own fate, and ſtrive to be undone. 
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er land, thy father, is in arms; 
And if it be in valour to defend us, 


His ſword, that long has known the way to conqueſt, 


Shall be our ſureſt ſafety. 
Enter the Duke of Suffolk, 
Suff. Oh, my children! 
I. J. Gray. Alas! what means my father? 

Suff. Oh, my ſon, Fs 

Thy father, great Nerthumberland, on whom 

Our deareſt hopes were built 
Guil. Ha! What of him? 
Suff. Is loſt! betray'd! 


His army, onward as he march'd, ſhrunk from hin, 


Moulder'd away, and melted by his fide: | 
Like falling hail thick ſtrewn upon the ground, 
Which, ere we can eſſay to count, is vaniſh'd. 


With ſome few followers he arriv'd at Cambridge ; 


But there ev'n they forſook him, and himſelf 
Was forc'd, with heavy heart, and wat'ry eye, 
'To caſt his cap up, with diſſembled chear, 15 
And cry, God ſave Queen Mary. But, alas! 
Little avail'd the ſemblance of that loyalty : 

For ſoon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, 
With treaſon he was charg'd, and there arreſted ; 
And now he brings him pris'ner up to London. 


L. F. Gray. Then there's an end of. greatneſs : 


vain dream, 


Of empire, and the crown that danc'd before me, 
With all thoſe unſubſtantial a forms; 


Waiting in idle mockery around us; 


The gaudy maſque, tedious, and Fothing meaning, 


Is vaniih'd all at once—Why, fare it well. 


the 


Guil. And canſt thou bear this ſudden turn of fate, 


With ſuch unſhaken temper ?. 

L. J. Gray. For myſelf, | 
If I could form a wiſh for Heav'n to grant, 
It ſhould have been, to rid me of this crown. 


And thou, o'er ruling, great, all-knowing Power ! 


Thou, who difcern'it our thoughts, who ſee*ſt *em riſing 


And forming in the foul ; . Oh judge me, thou, 


If &er ambition's guilty fires have warm'd me, 


If e'er my heart inclin'd to pride, to power, 


Or join'd in being a Queen, I took the ſceptre 


To 
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To fave this land, thy people, and thy altars : 
And now, behold, I bend my grateful knee, | Kneeling. 
In humble adoration of that mercy, 

Which quits me of the vaſt unequal taſk, Ek 

Enter the Ducheſs of Suffolk. [ join, 
Duch, Suff. Nay, keep that poſture {till ; and let us 

Fix all our knees by thine, lift up our hands, 

Aud ſeek for help and pity from above, 

For earth and faithleſs man will give us none. [us? 
L. J. Gray. What is the work our cruel fate ordains 
Duch. Suff. Curs'd be my fatal counſels, curs'd my 

That pleaded for thy ruin, and perſuaded [ tongue 

Thy guiltleſs feet to tread the paths of greatneſs ! 

My child !——]1 have undone thee ! 

L. J. Gray. Oh, my mother! | 

Should I not bear a portion in your ſorrows? _ 

Duch. Suff. Alas, thou haft thy own, a double portion, 

Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 

Who beat the Heav'ns with thy applauded name, 

Now crowd to meet, and hail her as their Queen, 

Suſſex is enter'd here, commands the Tower 

Has plac'd his guards around; and this ſad place, 

So late thy palace, 1s become our priſon. 

I ſaw him bend his knee to cruel Gardiner, 

Who, freed from his confinement, ran to meet him, 

Embrac'd and bleſs'd him with a hand of blood; 

Each haſt'ning moment I expect 'em here, 

To ſeize, ws paſs the doom of death upon us. [fland, 
Guil, Ha! feiz'd! ſhalt thou be ſeiz d? and ſhall I 

And tamely ſee thee borne away to death ? 

Then blaſted be my coward name for ever. 

No, I will ſet myſelf to guard this ſpot, 

To which our narrow empire now is ſhrunk ? 

Here will I grow the bulwark of my Queen ; 

Nor ſhall the hand of violence profane thee, 

Until my breaſt has borne a thouſand wounds, 

Till this torn mangled body ſink at once 

A heap of purple ruin at thy feet. | thus? 
L. F. Gray. And could thy raſh diſtracted rage do 

Draw thy vain ſword againſt an armed multitude, 

Only to have my poor heart ſplit with horror, 

Jo ſee thee ſtabb'd and butcher'd here before me ? 

Oh, call thy better nobler courage to thee, 


And 
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And let us meet this adverſe fate witli patience ! 
Greet our infaltiog foes with equal tempers, 
With even brows, and fouls ſecure of death; 
Here ſtand unmov'd; as once the Roman ſenate 
Receiv'd fierce Brennus, and the conquering Gauls, 
Till ev'n the rude Barbariens, ftood amaz'd 
At ſuch ſuperior virtue. Be thyſelf, 
For ſee the trial comes ! 
Enter Suſſex, Gardiner, Officers and Soldiers. 

S. Guards, execute your orders; ſeize the traitors: 

Here my commiſſion ends. 'To you, my Lord, 


[To Gardiner, 


So our great miſtreſs, royal Mary, bids, 

I leave the full diſpoſal of theſe pris'ners; 

To your wiſe care the pious Queen commends 

Her ſacred ſelf, her crown, and what's yet more, 

The holy Roman church; for whoſe dear ſafety, 

She wills your utmoſt diligence be ſhewn, 

To bring rebellion to the bar of juſtice, 

Yet farther, to proclaim how much ſhe truſts | 

In Winchefter's deep thought, and well-tried faith, 

The ſeal attends to grace thoſe rev'rend hands; 

And when I next ſalute you, I muſt call you 

Chief miniſter and chancellor of England. | 
Gard, Unnumber'd bleilings fall upon her head, 

My ever-gracious lady ! to remember 

With ſuch full bounty her old humble beadſman! 

For theſe, her foes, leave me to deal with them. 
Su. The Queen is on her ent'rance, and expects me: 


My Lord, farewel. | 


Gard, Farewel, right noble Sufex : | 
Commend me to the Queen's grace; ſay her bidding 
Shall be obſerv'd by her moſt lowly creature. 

1 Il Exit Suſſex. 
Lieutenant of the Tower, take hence your pris'ners ; 
Be it your care to ſee em kept apart, 
That they may hold no commerce with each other, 

L. J. Gray. That ſtroke was unexpected. 

Guil, Wilt thou part us? 

Gard. I hold no ſpeech with heretics and traitors. 
Lieutenant, ſee my orders are obey'd. [Exit Gar. 

Guil. Inhuman, monſtrous, unexampl'd cruclty ! 


Oh, tyrant! but the taſk becomes thee well; 4 
| hy 


LADY JANE GRAY. 235 


Thy ſavage temper joys to do death's office; 
To tear the ſacred bands of love aſunder, 
And part thoſe hands which Heav'n itſelf hath. join'd, 

Duch. Suff, To let us wake the little reſt of life 
Together, had been mercitul. 

Suff. Then it had not 

Been done like / incheſter. 
Guil, Thou ſtand'it unmov'd; 
Calm temper fits upon tay beauteous brow 
hy eyes, that flow'd fo fait for Edwards loſs, 
Gaze ynconcern'd upon the ruin round thee ; 
As if thou hadſt refolv'd to brave thy fate, 
And triumph in the midſt of deſolation. 
Ha! ſce it ſwells; the liquid cryſtal riſes, 
It ſtarts, in ſpite of thee,- but I will catch it; 
Nor let the earth be wet with dew ſo rich. 

L. J. Gray. And doſt thou think, my Gui/ford, I can 
My father, mother, and ev'n thee, my huſband, [ſee 
Torn from my fide without a pang of ſorrow ? | 
How art thou thus unknowing in my heart! 

Words cannot tell thee what J feel. There is 
An agonizivg ſoftneſs buſy here, 

That tugs the ſtrings, that ſtruggles to get looſe, 
And pour my ſoul in wailings out before thee. 

Guil. Give way, and let the guſhing torrent come; 
Behold the tears we bring to ſwell the deluge, 

Till the flood riſe upon the guilty world, 
And make the ruin common. | 

L. J. Gray. Guilford! no: 

The time for tender thoughts, and ſoft endearments, 
Is fled away and gone: joy has forſaken us; 

Our hearts have no another part to play; 

They muſt.be ſteel'd with ſome uncommon fortitude, 
That, fearleſs, we may tread the paths of horror; 
And in detpite of fortune and our foes, 

Ev'n in the hour of death, be more than conqu'rors. 

Cuil. Oh, teach me! ſay, what energy divine 
Inſpires thy ſofter ſex, and tender years, 

With ſuch unſhaken courage? 

I. F. Gray. Truth and innocence ; 

A conſcious knowledge rooted in my heart, 

That to have ſav'd my country was my duty. 

Ves, England, yes, my country, I would fave thee 
| But 
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But Heav'n forbids, Heav'n diſallows my weakneſs. 

And to ſome dear ſelected hero's hand 

Reſerves the glory of thy great deliverance. , 
Lieut. My Lords, my orders 
Guil. See we muſt—mult part. 
L. J, Gray. Yet ſurely we ſhall meet again. 
Cuil. Oh! Where ? Lſtars, 
L. J. Gray. If not on earth, among yon golden 

Where other ſuns ariſe on other earths, 

And happier beings reſt on happier ſeats : 

Where, with a reach enlarg'd, our ſouls ſhall view 

The great Creator's never-ceaſing hand 

Pour forth new worlds to all eternity, | 

And people the infinity of ſpace. [ theſe; 
Guil. Fain would 1 chear my heart with hopes like 

But my ſad thoughts turn ever to the grave; 8 

To that laſt dwelling, whither now we haſte; 

Where the black ſhade ſhall interpoſe betwixt us, 

And veil thee from theſe longing eyes for ever. leads, 
L. J. Gray. Tis true, by thoſe dark paths our journey 

And through the vale of death we paſs to life, 

But what is there in death to blaſt our hopes * 

Behold the univerſal works of nature, 

Where life ſtill ſprings from death. To us the ſun 

Dies ev'ry night, and ev'ry morn revives: 

The flow'rs, which Winter's icy hand deſtroy'd, 

Lift their fair heads, and live again in Spring. 

Mark with what hopes, upon tbe turrow'd plain, 

The careful ploughman caſts the pregnant grain; 

There hid, as in a grave. a-while it lies, 

Till the revolving ſeaſon bids it riſe; 

Till nature's genial pow'rs command a birth; 

And potent, call it from the teeming earth: 

Then large increaſe the buried treaſures yield, 

And with full harveſt crown the plenteous field. [ Eæeunt. 
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END OF THE FOURTH Aer. 
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A. 
SCENE continne.. 


Enter Gardiner, as Lord Chancellor, and the Lieuten an 
of the Tower, Servants with lights begpre them. 


Lieut. O OD: morning to your Lordſhip ; you riſe 
early, 1 | 
Gard. Nay, by the rood, there are too many ſleepers ; 
Some mult ſtir early, or the ſtate ſhall tuftcr. 
Did you, as yeſterday our mandate bade, | 
Inform your pris*ners, Lady Jane and Guilford, 
'They were to die this day ? | = 
Lieut. My Lord, I did. 'em? 
Gard. Tis well. But ſay, How did your meſſage like 
Lieut. My Lord, they met the ſummons with a tem- 
That ſhew'd a ſolemn, ſerious ſenſe of death, [ per, 
Mix'd with a noble ſcorn of all its terrors. 
In ſhort, they heard me with the ſelf- ſame patience 
With which they {till have borne them in their priſon, 
In one requeſt they both concurred : each begg'd 
To die before the other. 
Gard. That diſpoſe 
As you think fitting. | 
Lieut. The 9 Guilferd only 
Implor'd another boon, and urg'd it warmly : 
That ere he ſuffer'd, he might ſee his wife, 
And take a laſt farewel. - 
Gard. That's not much, 
That grace may be allow'd him: See you to it. 
How goes the morning ? 
Lieut. Not yet four, my Lord. [more, 
Gar. By ten they meet their fate. Vet one thing 
You know 'twas order'd that the Lady Jane 
Should ſuffer here within the Tower. Take care 
No crowds may be let in, no maudlin gazers 
To wet their handkerchiefs, and make report 
How like a faint ſhe ended. Some fit number, 
And thoſe too of our friends, were moſt convenient : 
But, above all, ſee that good guard be kept : 
You know the Queen is Iodg'd at preſent here. 
Take care that no diſturbance reach her highneſs. 
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And ſo good morning, good maſter Lieutenant. 
[ Exit Fm. 

How now ! What light comes here! 355 

Ser. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, 

If I miſtake not, 'tis tue Earl of Pembr „e. 
Gar. Pembroke —— Tis he! what calls him forth 
thus early ? 

Somewhat he ſeems to bring of high pare 8 
Some flame uncommon kingles up his foul, 
And flaſhes forth impetuous at his eyes. 

Enter Pembroke, a Page <vith alight Yoo 11. 
Good morrow, noble Pembroke \ What importurate 
And ſtrong necefitty breaks on your. ſlumbers, 

And rears your youthful head from off your pillow 
At this unwholſome hour; While yet the night 
Laſts in her latter courſe, and with her Taw 
And rheumy damps infefts the duſcy air? 
- Pemb. Oh, rev'rend Winchefter / my beating heart 
„ i and labours with the joy it bears: "op | 
| The news I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking morn. 
This coming day the fun ſhall riſe more glorious, 
Than when his maiden beams firſt gilded o'er 
' The rich immortal greens, the flow'ry plains, 
And fragrant bow'rs of paradiſe new-born. 
Gard. What happineſs 3 is this] EET 
Pemb. Tis mercy! mer | ; 
The mark of Heavn impren d on human kind; 
Mercy, that'glads the world, deals joy around ; 
Mercy, that ſmooths the dreadful brow of power, 
„ And makes dominion light; mercy, that ſaves, | 
i Binds up the broken heart, and heals deſpair. 
| Mary, our royal, ever-gracious miſtreſs, 
| Has to my ſervices and humbleſt prayers 
Granted tne lives of Guilford and his wife; 
Full and free pardon! 
j Garz. Ha! what faid you? Pardon! 
q But ſure you cannot mean it; could not ur e 
| The Queen ro ſuch a raſſr and ill-tim'd grace? 
. What! fave the lives of thoſe who wore her crown ! 
My Lord, *tis moſt unweigh'd pernicious counſel, 
| And muſt not be complied with. 
| Pemb. 2 E with! ge, =—_— 
[ : 4 | And 
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And who ſhall dare to har her ſacred pleaſure, 
And ſtop the ſtream of mercy ? | 
Gard. That will I: 
Who wo'not ſee her gracious diſpoſition 
Drawn to deſtroy herſelf.” 
Pemb. Thy narrow ſoul 
Knows not the god-like glory of forgiving : 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthleſs heart concerve, 
How large the power, how fix'd the empire is, 
Which benefits conter on generous minds : 
Goodneſs prevails upon the ſtubborn foes, 
And conquers more than ever Cæſar's {word did. 1 
Gard. Theſe are romantic, light, vain-glorious dreams, | 6 
Have you conſider'd well upon the danger? 25 
How dear to the fond many, and how popular 
"Theſe are whom you would ſpare? Have you forgot, 
When at the bar, before the ſeat of judgment, h 
This Lady Jane, this beauteous trait'reſs, ſtood, 
With what command ſhe charm'd the whole aſſembly ? 
With filent grief the mournful audience fat, 
Fix'd on her face, and liſt'ning to her pleading. 
Her very judges wrung their hands for pity ; by 
Their old hearts melted in 'em as ſhe ſpoke. "SY 
And tears ran down upon their filver beards. 44 
Ev'n I myſelf was mov'd, and for a moment 1 
Felt wrath ſuſpended in my doubtful breaſt, | 5 
And que ſtion'd if the voice I heard was mortal. 
But when her tale was done, what loud applauſe, 
Like burſts of thunder, ſhook the ſpacious hall! 
At laſt, when ſore conftrain'd, th' unwilling Lords 
Pronounc'd the fatal ſentence on her life, 
A peal of groans ran thro' the crowded court, 
As ev'ry heart was broken, and the doom, 
Like that which waits the world, were univerſal. 
Peib. And can that ſacred form, that angels voice, 
Which mov'd the hearts of a rude ruthleſs crowd, 
Nay, mov'd ev'n thine, now ſue in vain for pity ? 
Gard. Alas! you look on her with lover's eyes: I 
I hear and ſee through reaſonable organs, 
Where paſſion has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 
You have too little of the ſtateſman in you. 
Pemb. And you, my Lord, too little of the church- 
Js not the ſacred purpoſe of our faith { man. 
| Peace 


2 
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Peace and good-will to man? The hallow'd hand, 
Ordain'd to bleſs, ſhould know no ſtain of blood. 
*Tis true, I am not practis'd in your politics; 

*T was your pernicious counſel led the Queen 

To break her promiſe with the men of Sufo/4, 
To violate, what in a Prince ſhould be 

Sacred above the reſt, her royal word. 

Gard. Yes, and I dare avow it: I advis'd her 
To break thro? all engagements made with heretics, 
And keep no faith with ſuch a miſcreant crew. 

Pemb. Where ſhall we ſeek for truth, when ev'n re- 
The prieſtly robe and mitred head diſclaim it? ¶ligion, 
ot Lia bad men diſhonour the beſt cauſe. 

I tell thee, Viucheſter, doctrines like thine 4 
Have ftain'd our holy church with greater infamy 
Than all your eloquence can wipe away 
Hence *tis, that thoſe who differ from our faith, 
Brand us with breach of oaths, with perſecution, 
With tyranny o' er conſcious, and proclaim 

Our ſcarlet prelates men that thirſt for blood, 


And Chriſtian Rome more cruel than the Pagan. 


Gard. Nay, if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt be 
Better advis'd, than thus to cheriſh vipers, 


Whoſe mortal ſtings are arm'd againſt her life. 
But while I hold the ſeal, no pardon paſſes 


For heretics and traitors. [ Exit Gardiner, 


Pemb., *Twas unlucky 
To meet and croſs upon this froward prieſt ; 
But let me loſe the thought on't ; let me haſte, 
Pour my glad tidipgs forth in Gauz/ford's boſom, 
And pay him back the life his friendſhip ſav'd. [ Exit. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the Lady Jane &neel- 
ing, as at her devotion; a light, and a book plac'd an 
a table before her. 


Enter Lieutenant of the Tower, Lord Guilford, and one 
of Lady Jane's women. 


Lieut, Let me not preſs upon your Lordſhip farther. 
But wait your leiſure in the antichamber. 
Cuil. I will not hold you long. [Exit Lieut, 
Mom. Softly, my Lord! . 
or 
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For yet, behold, ſhe kneels. B fore the night 
Had reach'd ker middle ſpace, fhe left her bed, 
And wich a pleafing, ſober chearfulneſs, 

As for her funeral, array'd hetielt 

In thoſe ſad ſolemn weeds. Siace then, her knee 
Has known that paſture only, and her eye, 

Or fix'd upon the ſacred page before her, 
Orlifted with her riſing hopes to Heav'n. 


Gul. See with what zeal thoſe holy hands are rear'd! 


Mark her vermilion lip, with fervour trembling, 
Her ſpotleſs boſom ſwells with ſacred ardor, 
And burns with ecſtaſy and ſtrong d2votiou 
Her ſupplication ſweet, her faithful vou's 
Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high EIeav'n, 
Like incenſe from the golden cenſer r1{c; 
Or bleſſed angels miniſter unieen, 
Catch the ſoit ſounds, and with alternate He, 
Spread their ambroſial wings, then mount ich joy, 
And waft them upwards to the t irone of grace. 
But ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 

Lady Jane riſes, and comes towards the front 

cf the ſtage. 

Z. J. Cray. Ha! ee 
Art thou my Guilford? Wherefore doſt thou come 
To break the ſettled quiet of my ſoul ? | 
meant to part without another pang, 

And lay my weary head down full of peace. 

Cuil. Forgive the fondneſs of niy longing ſoul 
Tnat melts with tenderneſs, and leans toward thee : 
11v the imperious dreadful voice of fate | 
Summon her hence, and warn her from the world. 
Put if to ſce thy Guilferd give thee pain, 

Would I had died, and never more beheld thee : 
Tho* my lamenting diſ:ontented ghoſt 

Had wander'd forth, unbleſs'd by thoſe dear eyes, 
And waiPt thy loſs in death's eternal ſhades. 


L. J. Gray. My heart had ended ev'ry earthly care, 


Had ofer'd up its pray'ts for thee and Eng/and, 
And fix'd its hopes upon a rock unfailing ; 
While all the little buz neſs that remain'd, 
Was but to paſs the forms of death and conſtancy, 
And leave a life become indifferent to me: | 
But thou haſt waken'd other thoughts within me; 
Yor. Il, NM : Th; 
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Theſe that delerve ſo much, this wond'rous pair, 
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Thy fight, my deareſt huſband and my Lord, 
Strikes on the tender ſtrings of love and nature : 
My vanquiſh'd paſſions rife again, and tell me, 


 *I'ts more, far more than death to part from thee. 


Enter Pembroke. | 
Pemb. Oh, fet me fly, bear me, thou ſwift impati- 
And lodge me in my faithful Gui/ford's arms. ſence, 
| [ Embracing. 
That I may ſnatch thee from the greedy grave, 
That I may warm his gentle heart with joy, 
And talk to him of life, of life and pardon, 
Guil. What means my deareſt Pembroke ? 
Pemb. Oh, my ſpeech | 
Is choak'd with words that crowd to tell my tidings! 
But I have ſav'd thee—and—Oh, joy unutterable ! 
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving miſtreſs, 
Has giv'n not only thee to my requeſt, 
Bu! ſne, the too, in whom alone thou liv'ſt, 
The partner of thy heart, thy love is ſafe. 
Guil, Millions of bleſſings wait her! Has ſne 
Oh! has ſhe ſpar'd my wife? [ tell me. 
Pemb. Both, both are pardon'd. 


But haſte, and do thcu lead me to thy faint, 


That I may caſt myſelf beneath her feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor amends —_ 
For all I've done againſt her—Thou fair excellence, 
| [ Kneelings 
Canft thou forgive the hoſtile hand that amd 
Againſt thy cauſe, and robb'd thee of a crown? 
L. F. Gray. Oh, riſe, my Lord, and let me taks 


your poſture, 


Life and the world are hardly worth my care, 


But you have reconcil'd me to em both; 

Then let me pay my gratitude, and for 

This free, this noble, unexpeRed mercy, 

Thus low T bow to Heav'n, the Queen, and you. 
Pemb. To me! forbid it goodneſs! if I live, 

Somewhat I will do ſhall deſerve your thanks. 

All diſcord ard remembrance of offence | 

Shall be clean blotted out; and for your freedom, 

Myleif have underta'en to be your caution. 

Hear me, you faints, and aid my pious purpole ; 


Let 
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Let theſe be happy: ev'ry joy attend 'em; 
A fruitfol bed, a chain of love unbroken, 
A good old age, to ſee their children's children, 
A holy death, and everlaſting memory ; 
While I reſiga to them my ſhare of happineſs, 
Contented ſtil] to Wait what thev enjoy, 
And 1ingly to be wretched. ; 
Enter Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Lieut. The Lord Chancellor 
Is come with orders from the Queen. 

Enter Gardiner and attendants. 

Pemb. Ha! Wincheſter ! 

Gard. The Queen, whoſe days be many, 
By me confirms her firſt-accorded grace; 
But as the pious Princeſs means her mercy 
Should reach e'en to the ſoul as well as body, 
By me ſhe ſignifies her royal pleaſure, 

That thou, Lord Guilford, and the Lady Jane, 
Do inſtantly renounce, abjure your hereiy, 
And yield obedience to the ſec of Rome. 

L. J. Gray. What! turn apoſtate? 

Guil. Ha! forego my faith? 

Gard. This one condition only ſeals your pardon : 
But if, thro” pride of heart, and ſtubborn obſtinacy, 
With wilful hands you puſh the bleſſing from you, 

And ſhut your eyes againſt ſuch manifeſt light, 
Know ye, your former ſentence ſtands confirm'd, 
And you muſt die to-day. | 
Pemb. Tis falſe as hell; 
The mercy of the Queen was free and full. 
Think'ſt thou that Princes merchandize their grace, 
As Roman prieſts their pardon ? Do they barter, 
Screw up, like you, the buyer to a price, 
And doubly ſell what was deſign'd a gift? 

Gard, My Lord, this language ill beſeems your 

| nobleneſs ; 
Nor come Þ here to bandy words with madmen. 
Behold the royal fignet of the Queen, 
Which amply ſpeaks her meaning. You, the pris'ners, 
Have heard, at large, its purport, and muſt inſtantly 
Reſolve upon the choice of life or death. 

Pemb. Curie on But wherefore do J loiter here: 

M 2 Os 
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I'll to me Que en tis moment, and there know 
© What *uis t!45 miſchief-making prie> intends. Exit. 
Gard. Your wiſdom points you out a proper courſe. 
A werd Witt you, Lieutenant. 
t Talks with the Lieutenant afide. 
Gil, Muſt we part then ? 
Wit are tho& hopes that flatter'd us but now; 
Tleſe joys, that, like the ſpring, with all its flow'rs, 
5ur'd out their pleaſures every whete around us 7 
Ja onę poor minute gone: at once they wither'd 
and left their place all deſolate behind them. 
4. F. Gray. Such is this fooliſh world, ard ſuch the 
Of all the boaſted bleſſings it heſtow's: [certainty 


Then, Gaiiffrd, let us have no more to do with it; 


Thick ol; nov / fo T-ave it as we ought ; 


But tra!t ro racr2, ard be deeciv'd no mere. 
Grd. Yes, I will copy thy divine ex ample, 
Ard tread-tte paths are pointed outs by thee: 
Py t thoe inſirafted, to the fatal block 
dend my head with joy, and think it hapr-neſs 
Jo give my fe a ranſom for my faith. 
on thee, tos angel of my 5 art, 1 leart 
an rate t, har Joi tak, to part with thee 
Z. F. Grey. Ou, picrioully reſolv'd! Heav'n is my 
My heart rejciges in thee more ev'n now a [ vitneis,. 
T:c5 conſtant as thou art, ja death thus faithful, 
"Phan when the holy prieſt firſt join'd our hands, 
Ard Ft tue 1 2d knot of bri dal love. 
Card, i' he doy wears fait; Lord Gaifford, have you 
Wia vou la hold on lite ? [ thought ? 
Gail. What are the terms? | | 
Gard. Death, or the mals, attend you. 
Cuil. Tis determin'd: 
Lead t the ſ:affold. 
Card. Bear im to hs fate..." 
(ul. O')h ! let me fold thee once more in my arms, 
iwd deareſt treaſure of my heart, and ps 
A dying humans Litk upon t'y lip! 
Sad] we not live again, ev'n in theſe forms? 
Shall T act gane upon thee with theſe eyes? 
2. 2 Gray. Ou, wiercore doſt thou ſoothe me with 
| thy ekt els? 
Wny do! tacu 41:4 thyflf about my heart, Fo 
4 
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And make this ſeparation painful to us? 

Here break we off at once; and let us now, 

Forge.ting ceremony, like two friends 

That have a little buſineſs to be done, 

Jake a ſhort. leave, and haſte to mect agiin. | 
G-il. Reſt on that hope, my foul—my i 
L. J. Gray. No more. fl 
Cuil. My ſight ha ngs an ther—— 0) „ ſuppert me, 

In this lat pang—and ict us meet 1 luis! | L2CGY Dy 

[ Gutitord 7s le of Ly ile guar ls. 

L. J. Gray. Can nature bear Ulis Broke? 


« Juin. Alus, ſue faints! 4 4 fer 4% 
F Fa Gay. Wo't thou fay On * 7 5 he Eta 2 EI pr. C 
And all the bitterae's of dei is oft. is pak, 
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Card. Hee let the dreadiul han os vergearce S; 
Have pity on yGor youu, ad oor ing tt ty; 
Cad uct away the good Wilt Heav 'n eL 
Ine may hate ma. y years Li ft Ku 3 oh, 
All crown'd with fair pro: perity. Voir butard 
Has perich'd in FPer wel. ns. 

I. J. Gray. Ccuſe, tao n raven, 
Nur violate with thy ge n. alice, 
Ny dleedirg . $ £0f-—* 5 is gene, tis fon; 
But lingers on t. wing, * Kalt, or gie. 

[Toe Scene draw „ and ay A fe, cf Lung Wie 

black, £XCCHEEONEF cd. Lt ds 

And foe my jouracy's ed. 

x #Y car. 1.1 A eit ld y 7s [ 77 7:þi280 : 

2 N Oh, PRCTy » | 

L. J. Cray. Feiicar, my gemle us. 

Nor wound my praca Wick tre ls la niet tatlors; 
4 he good and gracigas hand ei Fro: 
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Saul raite you bciter friends aii 1 have Lern. 
1 chi. Oh, never! ne v S. — 
L. J. Cay. LS cn £0 1 UTRY >. 
Audi tre me tor the Boks: d t. 18. Jafl ervice, 
And do it chearfal. y. Now YOu All 1e T 
Y our pcor unn 
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Een threts lp in cates. 
And cvoaic rom all her ſorrous. Tia z f Av 12.33, 
2 e pledges ot a dyin 18 mire ig ve, 

Reccive and thare ai wig you, Inu, Maria, 

2 1 
Haſt been my old, my very faithful ſcrwant: 
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In dear remembrance of thy love, I leave thee 
Tais book, the law of everlaſting truth: 
Make it tiy treaſure fall ; *twas my ſupport, 
Whan all help elſe ferſook me. 
Gard. Will you yet 5 
Repent, be wiſe, and fave your precious life! 
L. F. Gray. Oh, Winchefter ! has learning taught 
thee that: 
To barter truth fer life? 
Garil. Miſtaken folly ! | 
You toil and travel for your own perdition, 
And die for damged errors. 
IL. J. Gray. Who judge rightly, «+ 
And who perſif's in error, will be known, 
Then, when we meet again. Once more, farewel, 
| | [ To ber werten. 
Goodneſs be ever with you. When I'm dead, 
Intreat they do no rude diſhoneſt wrong 
To my cold, headlefs cor pie; but fee it ſhrouded, 


Aud decent laid in earth. 


Gard, Wo't thou then die ? 
Thy blood be on wy head. | 

Z. J. Gray. 8 be where it falls; let the earth 
ide it; 
And may it never riſe, or call for vengeance : 
On, that it were the laſt ſhall fall a victuu 
To zeal's inhuman wrath ! Thou, gracious Heav'n, 
Fear and defend at length thy ſuffering people 
Raiſe up a monarch of the royal blood, | 
Brave, picus, equitable, wiſe and good : 


1 


In thy due ſea:on let the hero come, | 
Jo fave thy altars from the rage of Rome 


Long let him reign, to bleſs the reſcu'd land, 
And deal out juſtice with a righteous hand. 
And when he fails, oh! may he leave a ſon, 
With equal virtues to adorn his throne ; 
170 lateſt times the bleſſing to convey 
Aud guard that faith for which I die to-day. 
Lady Jane goes up to the ſcaſteld. The ſcene claſts. 
Enter Pembroke. 
P::26, Horror on horror! Blaſted be the hand 
That ſtruck my Guilford! Oh! his bleeding trun k 
Shall live in theſe diitracted eyes for ever 
| Curſe 
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| Curſe on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counſels! [To Gard. 
The Queen is deaf, and pitileſs as thou art. . 
Gard. 'The juſt reward of hereſy ard treaſon 
Is fallen upon em both, for their vain obſtinacy ; 
Untimely death, with inſamy on earth, 
And everlaſting puniſhment hereafter. 
Pemb. And canſt thou tell? Who gave theeto explore 
The ſecret purpoſes of Heaven, or taught thee 
To ſet a bound to mercy unconfin'd? 
But knov, thou proud, perverſely-judging Yincheſ/ter, 
Howe er you hard, imperious cenſures doom, 
And portion out our lot in worlds to come, 
Thof., who, with honett hearts, purſue the right, 
Aad follow faithfully truth's facred light, 
Tho' ſuff ring here, ſhall from their ſorrows ceaſe, 
Reft with the faints, and dwell in endleſs peace. 
[ Exrant, 
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H palns of virtue heroes oft have worn ; 


Thie wreaths to-night a female brow adorn. 


The deſtin'd ſaint, unfortunately brave, 

Sant with th:/: aliars which /he ftrove io /ave. 
Greutly ſe dar'd to prop the juſter fiat, | 

A's greatly 265 her adoerſe 7 ate comply*d, 


Did all ihat Fleaven could of, refign'd, and died; 


Died for the land for which fhe æuib'd to live, 

Au gaiu'd that lileriy fb could not give. 

Cb, bapiy pecple] of this fav" rite e, ; 

On whim ſo many better anzels ſmile! 

For you, kind Heaven new bleſſings fill ſupplies, 
Bids other ſaints, and other guardians riſe : 

Fer you, the faireft of her ſex ts come, 

Adopts our Britain, and forgets her heme : 

For truth and yeu the heroine declines, 

Auſtria's proud eagles, and the Indian mines. 
What ſenſe of ſuch a bounty can be ſhown {! 

| But Heawven muſt make the great reward its own, 
And ſtars ſpall join to make her ſuture crown. _ 
Yeur gratitude with eaſe may te expreſs dl; 


Strive but to be, what fe weuld make you, Uſd. 


Let not wile fa dien de the vulgar ear 
Wah fond ſarmiſe, and falje aj'ected fear: 
C:nfirm but to yourſelves the given good; 
is all fhe afes, for all jhe has befiow'd. 

Such was our great exampe ſhown to-day, 
And with ſuch thanks our authour's pains refay. 


from thi,” ſce res, to guard your faith you learn, 


tf fer your law you few a juft concern; 
J you are taught to dread a Pofi/h reign, 
ur beautes patrict has not died in daun. 
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Sert by an unknown Hand, 
T 7 HEN vaten ſcrrers rouve the guilty breaſt, 
aud fatal vifien break the mararel's rejt 
When vengeance does atabition's fare decret, 
Aud tyrants biee:!, to jet while naricn: free; 
70% the muje jaddens each diſireſ ed jreat, 
Uninovd is ev'ry breit, and ev'ry face fecrene 
The mournfil lines ns tender heart jubeirc 3 * 
Compaſſion is 10 juff ring gccaneſt dur. 
The Poet your atteuiion Legs ONCE zierte, 
7 atone for characters here drawn Leere 
No reyal miſtreſs fg s through ev page, 
And breathes her 4 ferrow en the {tage "op 
No lovely fair, by Sit perſuaſron avon, 
Lays down the kad of life, when Hofers gone. 
Neely to bear the changes of our ſt ate, 
To ſtand unmov'd againſt the fler of fate, 
A brawve conienipt of life and graudear leſi; 
Such gloricus toils a female name can LC. 
Our Author draws nit beauty's hea nl} [riley 
2 invite our wwijhes, and our kearis becuile . 
No feft enchaniment-: larguith in her ce, 
No bloſjoms fade, nw fich ui roſes Ate 
A nobler palſion ev breaſt muſt moe, 
Than youthful raptures, or the joys F love. 
A mind unchanz'd, ſuperior to à crown, 
Brawely defies the angry tyraut's frorun; 
T, he ſame, if fertuae inte, or mounts on highs - 
Or if” the weorld”s extended ruins lic : 
Ih gen'rous ſcorn fhe lajs the ſcepere down; 
Creat Jouls ſhine brighteſt by misforiunes prown 2 
With paticat courage fhe [Aains the bliw,. 
And trizmphs Cer variciy of woe ; 
Torough eory fene the fd diſtrcs is nean 


Hoc. We! fel u'd lige dies repre n. the true i 
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Unhappy age! who wiews the bloody Plain, 
J1ut nit avith tears record Maria's reign ; 
Wien cal by doctrine flatter'd lawleſs auill, 
Inftrufed by Religien's wcice to kill ? 
Te Dritijo fair, lament in filent woe 
Let eu'ry eye with tender pity flow ; 
| T he lovely ferm, thro' falling drops, will ſeem 
=. Like fab ry ſredows of the fel ver ftream. 
= 7 bus beauty, Heaven's fweet ornament, ſhall prove 
; Erich'd by virtue, as adorn'd by love. | 
| Forget your tharms, fond woman's dear delight, 
| The feps will languiib here another night. 
| Io mn from difjembling ſmiles we fear ; 
l , She only kills, who wounds us with. a teare 
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HOPE the Reader will forgive the liberty I haue 

taken in tranſlaling th:Je werſes femeworat at large, 
without which it would have been almiſt impalſible is have 
given any kind of turn in nglith Poetry to /o dry a ſub- 
ject. The ſenſe of the Author is, I hope, no where miſ- 
talen; and if iheir ſeems in ſome places to be fome ad- 
ditions in the Engliſh verſes to the Greek text, they are 
only ſuch as may be juſtified from Hierocles's Commentary, 
and delivered by him as the larger and explained jenſe of 
the Author's ſhort precept. I have in ſome few places 
ventured to differ frem the learned Mr. Dacier's French 
interpretation, as theſe that ſhall give themſelves the trou- 
ble of a ſtrict compariſon auill hnd. How far 1 am in 
the right, is lef} ta the Reader to determine, 
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IRST to the Gods thy humble homage pay; 
F The greateſt this, and firſt of laws, obey: 
Perform thy vows, obſerve thy plighted troth, 
And let Religion bind thee to thy oath. 

The heroes next demand thy juſt regard, 
Renown'd on earth, and to the ſtars preferr'd, 
To light and endleſs life, their virtues ſure reward 
Due rites perform and honours to the dead, 

To ev'ry wiſe, to ev*ry pious ſhade. 

With lowly duty to thy parents bow, 

And grace and favour to thy kindred ſhow : 
For what concerns the reſt of human kind, 
Chooſe out the man to virtue beſt inclin'd ; 
Him to thy arms receive, him to thy boſom bind. 
Poſleſt of ſuch a friend, preſerve him till ; 
Nor thwart his counſels with thy ſtubborn will ; 
Pliant to all his admonitions prove, 

And yield to all his offices of love : 

Him from thy heart, ſo true, ſo juftly dear, 
Let no raſh word nor light offences tear, 

Bear all thou canſt, ſtill with his failings ſtrive, 
And to the utmoſt ſtill, and fill forgive; 

For ſtrong neceſſity alone explores 

The ſecret vigor of our latent pow'rs, 

Rouzes and urges on the lazy heart, 

Force, to itſelf unknown before, t'exert. 

By uſe thy ſtronger appetites aſſwage, 

Thy gluttony, thy Noth, thy luſt, thy rage: 
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From each diſhoneſt act of ſhame forbear ; 
Of others, and thyſelf, alike beware. 
Let rev'rence of thyſelf thy thoughts control, 
And guard the ſacred temple of thy ſoul. 
Let juſtice o'er thy word and deed preſide; 
And reaſon ev'n thy meaneſt actions guide: 
For know that Death is man's appointed doom, 
Know that the day of great account will come, 
When thy paſt life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey'd, | 
Each word, each deed be in the balance laid, } 
And all the good and all the ill moſt juſſly be repaid. 
For wealth, the periſhing, uncertain good, 
Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood, 
That knows no ſure, no ſix'd abiding place, 
But wandring loves from hard to hard to paſs; 
Revolve the gett”r's joy and loſer's pain, 
And think if it be worth thy while to gain. 
Of all thoſe ſorrows that attend mankind, 
With patience bear the lot to thee afſign'd; 
Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the load; 
For know what man calls fortune 1s from God, 
In what thou may'ſt from wiſdom ſeck relief, 
And let her healing hand aſſwage the grief; 
Yet ſtill whate'er the righteous doom ordains, 
What cauſe foever multiphes thy pains, | 
Let not thoſe pains as ills be underſtood ; 
For God delights not to afflict the good, 
The reasning art to various ends apply'd, 
Is oft a ſure, but oft an erring guide. 
Thy judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, 
Nor lightly from thy reſolution ſwerve; 
The dazzling pomp of words does oft deceive, 
And ſweet perſuaſion wins the eaſy to believe, 
When fools and lars labour to perſuade, 
Be dumb, and let the bablers vainly plead. 
This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and firſt, thyſelf concern ; 
Let not example, let no ſoothing tongue, | 
Prevail upon thee with a Sirer's ſong, } 
To do thy foul's immortal eſſence wrong. 

Of good and ill by words or deeds expreſt, 
Chooſe for thyſelf, and always chooſe the beſt. . 
Let gary thought each enterprize forerun, 

And ponder on tay tak before begun. 
| Left 


wo | 
255 GOLDEN VERSES, Ke. 


Left folly ſhould the wretched work deface, 
And mock thy fruitleſs labors with diſgrace. 
Fools huddle on and always are in haſte, 
Act without thought, and thoughtle{s-words they waſte, 
But thou, in all thou doſt, with early cares 
Strive to prevent at firſt a fate like theirs ; 
That ſorrow on the end may never wait, 
Nor ſharp repentance make thee wile too late. 
Beware thy meddling hand in ought to try, 
Phat does beyond thy reach of knowledge lie; 
But ſeek to know, and bend thy ſerious thought 
To ſearch the profitable knowledge out. 
So joys on joys for ever ſhall increaſe, _ | 
Wiidom fhall crown thy labors, and ſnall bleſs \ 
'Thy life with pleaſure, and thy end with peace. 
Nor let the body want its part, but ſhare 
A juſt proportion of tay an] care: 
For health and welfare prudently provide, 
And let its lawful wants be all ſupplied. | 5 
Let ſober draughts refreſh, and wizolſome fare * 
Decaying Nature's waſted force repair; | 
And iprightly exerciſe the duller ſpirits chear. 
In all things ſtill which to this care belong, 
Obſerve this rule, to guard thy ſoul from wrong. 
By virtuous uſe thy life and manners frame, 
Manly and ſimply pure, and free from blame. 
Provoke not Envy's deadly rage, but fly 
The glancing curſe of her malicious eye. 
Seek not in needleſs luxury to waſte 
Thy wealth and ſuhſtance, with a ſpendthrift's haſte ; 
Vet flying theſe, be watchful, leſt thy mind, | 
Prone to extremes, an equal danger find, | 
And be to ſordid avarice inclin'd. 
Diſtant, alike from each, to neither lean, 
But ever keep the happy Gol DEN Mean. 
Be careful ftill to guatd thy ſoul from wrong, 
And let thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue. 
Let not the ſtealing God of Sleep ſurpriſe, 
Nor creep in umbers on thy weary eycs, 
Ere ev'ry action of the former day 
Strictly thou doſt and righteoully ſurvey, 9 
With rev'reneg at thy own tribunal Rand, 
And anſwer ju-liy 16 thy cn d. mand. 
| Where 
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Where have I been? In what have I tranſgereſs'd ? 
What good or ill has tlzis day's life expreis'd ? 
Where have I fail'd in what I ought to do? 
In what to God, to man, or to myſeif I owe? 
Inquire ſevere what e'er from firit to laſt, 
From morning's dawn 'till ev'ning's gloom, has paſt. 
If evil were thy deeds, repenting mourn, 
Ard let thy foul with ſtrong remorſe be iorn. 
If good, the good with peace of nurd repay, 
And to thy ſecret ſelf with pleaſure ſay, 
Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to day. J 
Theſe thoughts and chiefly tneſe thy mind ſhould move, 
Employ thy ſtudy, and engage thy love. 
Theſe are the rules which will to virtue lead, 
And teach thy feet her heav'nly paths tc tread. 
Tlus by his name I fwear, whole ſacred lore 
Firft to mankind explain'd the myfac FOUR, } 
Source of eternal nature and Almighty pow'r. 

In all thou doit firſt let thy prayers aſcend, 
Aud to tie Gods thy labours hrit commend : 
From them implore ſucceſs, and hope a proſp'rous end. 
So fhall thy abler mind be taught to ſoar, 
And wiſdom in her ſecret ways explore; 
To range throvgh Heav'n above and earth below, 
Immortal Gods and mortal Men io know. 
99 ſhalt thou learn what pow'r does all control, 
Wat bounds the parts, and what unites the Whole: 
And rightly judge, in all this wondrous frame, 
How univerſal Nature is the ſame ; | 
So ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain af: ctions place 
On hopes of what ſhall never come to pals, 

Man, wretched man, thou ſhalt be taught to know, 
Who bears within himſelf the inborn cauſe of woe. 
Unhappy race! that never yet could tell, 

How near their good and happineſs they dwell. 

Depriv'd of ſenſe, they neither hear nor ſee; 

Fetter'd in vice, they ſeek not to be free, 

But ſtupid, to their own ſad fate agree: 

Like pond'rous rolling- ſtones, oppreſs'd with ill, 

The weight that loads *em makes em roll on ill, | 

Bereft of choice and freedom of the will. 

For native ſtrife in ev'ry boſom reigns, 

And ſecretly an impious war maintains: 
8 ä Provoke 
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Provoke not T's IS, but let the combat ceaſe, 
And ev'ry yielding paſſion ſue for peace. 


Wouldit thou, great Jove, thou father of _ 


7 


Reveal the Demon for that taſk aſſign'd, 

The wretched race an end of woes would find. 
And yet be bold, O man, divine thou art, 

And of the Gods celeftial eſſence part. 

Nor ſacred Nature is from thee conceal'd, 

But to thy race her myſtic rules reveal'd. 

Theſe if to know thou happily attain, 

Soon ſhalt thou perfect be in all that I ordain. 

Thy wounded foul to health thou Galt reſtore, 


And free from ev'ry pain ſhe felt before. 


Abflain, I warn, from meats unclean and foul. 
So keep thy body pure, ſo free thy ſoul ; 
80 rely from * reaſon, ſo maintain ; 
Reaſon which Heav'n did for thy guide cndain, 
Let that beft reaſon ever hold the rein. 

Then if this mortal body thou forſake, 
And thy g n pure æther take, 
Among the G exaked ſhalt thou ſkine, 
Immortal, incorrupuble, divine: 
The tyrant Death ſecurely fhalt thou brave, 
And icon the dark dominion of the Grave. 


1 259 ] 
A 
1 O E M 
On che Late 


GLoRIOUS SUCCESSES, of ber 


MA JESTY'S ARMS. 
Humbly Inſcrib'd to the Right Honourable the 
LORD TREASURER. 


\ \ 7 HILE Kings and Nations on thy counſels wait, 
And ANNA trufts to thee the Britifo State; 

While fame, to thee, from ev'ry foreign coafl, 

Flies with the news of Empires won and loit, 

Relates whate'er ber buſy eyes beheld, 

And tells the fortune of each bloody field; 

While with oſſicious duty, crowds attend, 

To hail the labors of thy god-like friend. 

Vouchſafe the Muſes humbler joy to hear 

For ſacred numbers ſhall be ſtill thy care; 

Tho' mean the verſe, tho' lowly be the ſtrain, 

Tho? leaſt regarded be the muſe, of all the tuneful train, 

Yet riſe, neglected nymph, avow thy flame, | 


Aſſert th' inſpiring God, and greatly aim 

To make thy numbers equal to thy theme. 

From Heav'n derive thy verſe; to Heav'n belong 

The counſels of the wiſe, and battles of the ſtrong. 

To Heav'n, the royal ANNA owes, alone, 

The virtues which adorn and guard her throne ; 

Thence 1s her juſtice wretches to redreſs, 

Thence is her mercy and her love of peace; 

Thence is her power, her ſcepter uncontrol'd 

To bend the ſtubborn, and repreſs the bold; 8 
tler 
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Her peaceful arts, fierce factions to aflwage, 

To heal their breaches, and to ſooth their rage; 
Thence is that happy prudence, which preſides 
In each deſign, and ev'ry action guides; 
I hence is ſhe taught her ſhining court to grace, 
And fix the worthieſt in the worthieſt place, 
Jo truſt at home Gobbo PHIN's watchful care, 
And ſend victorious CH ux cHILI forth to war. 

Ariſe ye nations reſcu'd by her ſword, 

Freed from the bondage of a ſoreign Lord, 
Ariſe, and join the heroine to bleſs, 
Benckl the ſends to ſave you from diſtreſs; 
Rich is the royal bounty ſne beftows, 

Is plenty, peace, and ſafety from your foes. 

Ard thou, Iberia rous'd at length, diſdain 

To wear inſlav'd the Gallic ryrait's chain. 

Fox. ſee! the Fritifo genius comes, to, chear 

Thy fainting ſons, and kindle em to var. 

With her own gloriors fires their ſouls ſhe warms, 
And bids 'em burn for liberty and arms. 
Unhappy land! the foremoſt once in fame, 

Once lifting to the ftars thy noble name, 

In arts exceliiag, and in arms ſevcre, 

The weftern kingdoms envy and their fear. 
Where is tay pride, thy confcicus konour, flown, 
Thy ancient valor, and thy firft rayown ? 

How arc thou iunk among the nations row ! 

How haſt thou taught thy harghty neck to bow, 
And dropt the K arrior's wreath inglerious from thy j 

Not thus of old her valiant fathers bore 

The bondage of the unbelieving Meer, 

But oft, alternate, made the victors yield, 

And prov'd their might in many a we!l-fought fie!d ; 
Bold in defence of liberty they ſtocd, 
And doubly dy'd their croſs in Moc blood: 
Then in heroic arms their Eights excell'd, 
The tyrant then and giant taen they quell'd. 
Then ev'ry nobler thought their winds did move, 
And thoie, who fouglit for freedom, ſigh'd for love. 
Like one, thoſe ſacred flamss united live, | 
At once the, languich, and at ones rewe, 
Alike they ſhun the coward and the jtave;.. 
But bleis the free, the virtuous, and che brave. 
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Nor frown, ye fair, nor think my verſe untrue ; 
Tho? we diſdain that man thould man ſubdue, 
Yet all the free-born race are ſlaves alike to you. 
Yet once, again that glory to reſtore, 
The Britons ſeck the Celtiterian ſhore. 
Wich echoing peals, at ANN A's high command, 
Their Naval thunder wakes the drowſy land ; 
High at their head, 1heria's promis'd Lord, 
Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining ſword 
His youthful veins with hop2s of Empire glo, 
Swell his bold heart, and urge him on the foe: 
With joy he reads, in ev'ry warrior's face, 
Some happy omen of a ſure ſucceſs ; 
Then leaps exulting on the hoſtile ſtrand, 
And thinks the deſtin'd ſceptre in his hand. 
Nor fate denies, what firſt his wiſhes name, 


Proud Barcelona owns his juſter claim, 
Wit the firit laurel binds his youthful brows, 


And, pledge of future crowns, the mural wreath beſtow, 


Put foon, the equal of his youthtul years, 

 Þhilip of Bowrben's haughty line appears; 

Like hopes attend his birth, like glories grace, 

(If glory can be in a tyrant's race) 

In numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 

But nearer draws che black impending war; 

He views his hoſt, then ſcorns the rebel town, 

And dooms to certain death the rival of his cr-vn. 
Now fame and empire, all the nobler ſpoils 

That urge the hero, and reward his toils, 

Plac'd in their view, alike their hopes engage, 

And fire their breaſts with more than mortal rage. 

Not lawleſs love, not vengeance, nor deſpair, 

80 daring, fierze, untam'd, and furious are, 

As when ambiuca prompts the great to war; 

As youthful Kings, when ſtriving for renown 
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They prove thr might in arms, and combat for a crown 


Hard was the cruel ſtriſe, and doubtful long 
Betwixt the chiefs ſuſpended conqueſt hung; 
TH forc'd at length, diſdaining much, to yield, 
Charſes to his rival quits the fatal field, 
Numbers and Fortune o'er his right prevail, 
And ev'n the Britiſb valor ſeems to ail; 

And yet they fail'd not all. In that extreme, 
Conſcious of virtue, liberty, and fame, 


They 
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They vow the youthful Monarch's fate to ſhare, 
Above diſtreſs, unconquer'd by deſpair, 
Still to defend the town, and animate the war. J 

But lo! when ev'ry better hope was paſt, 

When ev'ry day of danger ſeem'd their laſt, 

Far on the diſtant ocean, they ſurvey, 

Where a nroud navy plows its wat'ry way. 

Nor long they doubted, but with joy deſcry, 
Upon the chief's tall top-maſts waving high, 

The Britiſb croſs and Belgic hon fly. 

Loud with tumultuous clamour, loud they rear 

Their cries of ecſtaſy, and rend the air, 

In peals on peals the ſhouts triumphal riſe, | 
Spread ſwift, and rattle thro? the ſpacious ſkies ; 

While from below, old Ocean groans profound, 

'The walls, the rocks, the ſhores, repel the ſound, þ 
Ring with the deaf*ning ſhock, and thunder all around. 
Such was the joy the Trojan youth expreſs'd, 

Who by the fierce Rutilian's ſiege diſtreſs'd, \ 
Were by the Tyrrhene aid at length releas'd ; I 
When young Aſcanius, then in arms firſt tried, 
Numbers and ev'ry other want ſupplied, } 
And haughty Turnus from his walls defied ; 

Sav'd in the town an Empire yet to come, 05 
And fix'd the fate of his imperial Rome. 

But oh! what verſe, what numbers ſhall reveal 
Thoſe pangs of rage and grief the vanquiſh'd feel! 
Who ſhall retreating Philip's ſhame impart, 

And tell the anguiſh of his lab'ring heart! 

What paint, what ſpeaking pencil ſhall expreſs 

The blended paſſions ſtriving in his face! 

Hate, indignation, courage, pride, remorſe, 

With thoughts of glory paſt, the loſer's greateſt curſe. 

Fatal ambition! ſay what wondrous charms 
Delude mankird to toil for thee in arms : 

When all thy ſpoils, thy wreaths in battle won, 
The pride of power, and glory of a crown, 
When all war gives, when all the great can gain, 


Ev'n thy whole pleaſure, pays not half thy pain. 


All hail ! ye ſofter _— arts of peace, 
Secur'd from harms, and bleſt with learned eaſe ; 


In battles, blood, and perils hard, unſkilld, 
Which haunt the warrior in the fatal feld; 


But 
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But chief, thee Goddeſs Muſe ! my verſe would raiſe, 

And to thy own ſoft numbers tune thy praiſe ; 

Happy the youth inſpir'd, beneath thy ſhade, 

Thy verdant, ever-living laurels laid! 

There ſafe, no pleaſures, there no pains they know, 

But thoſe which from thy ſacred raptures flow, | 

Nor wiſh for crowns, but what thy groves beſtow. 

Me, Nymph divine! nor ſcorn my humble pray'r, 

Receive unworthy, to thy kinder care, 

Doom'd to a gentler, tho' more lowly, fate, 

Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be great: 

Me, to thy peaceful haunts, inglorious br ng, 1 

Where ſecret thy celeſtial ſiſters ſing, . 

Faſt by their ſacred hill, and ſweet Caſtalian ſpring. | 

But nobler thoughts the victor Prince employ, 

And raiſe his heart with high triumphant joy; 

From hence a better courſe cf time rolls on, 

And whiter days ſucceſſi ve ſeem to run. 

From hence his kinder fortune ſeems to date 

The riſing glories of his future ſtate, , 

From hence! — But oh! too ſoon the hero mourns 

His hopes deceiv'd, and war's inconſtant turns. 

In vain, his echoing trumpets loud alarms 

Provoke the cold Iberian Lords to arms; 

Careleſs of fame, as of their Monarch's fate, 

In ſullen ſloth ſupinely proud they ſate; 

Or to be ſlaves or free alike prepar'd, : 

And truſting Heav'n was bound to be their guard, 

Untouch'd with ſhame, the noble ſtrife beheld, 

Nor once eſſay'd to ſtruggle to the field; 

But fought, in the cool ſhade, and rural ſeat, 

An unmoleſted eaſe and calm retreat : 

Saw each contending Prince's arms advance, 

Then with a lazy dull indifference * 

Turn'd to their reſt, and left the world to chance. 

So when commanded Ne wife of Jowve, 

T haumantian Iris left the realms above, 

And ſwift deſcending on her painted bow, 

Sought the dull God of Sleep in ſhades below ; 

Nodding and flow, his drowiy head he rear'd, 

And heavily the ſacred meſſage heard; 

Then with a yawn at once forgot the pain, 

And ſunk to his firſt Noth and indolence again. 
| But 
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But oh, my muſe! tl ungrateful toil foriake, 


Some ta% mere pleaſing to tay aumbers talce, 
Nor chooſe, in melancholy ſtrains, to tell 


Each harder chance tae juſter caufe befel. 


Oh rather turn, auſpicious turn thy flight, 
Where Maxz180R0UGH'S heroic arms invite, 
Where higheſt deeds the poets brealt inſpire 
With rage divine, and fan the ſacred fire. 

See! where at once, Ramilta's noble field 
Ten thouſand themes for living verſe ſhall yield. 
See ! where at once, the d-eadful ohjects riſe, 


At ence they ſpread before my wond'ring eyes, 


And ſhock my lab'ring foul with vail ſurprize; 

At once the wide- extended battles move, 

At once they join, at once their fate they prove. 

The roar aſcends promiſcuous 3 groans and cries, 

The drums, the cannons? burit, the ſhout, ſupplies 
One univerſal anarchy of noiſe, 

One dia confus'd, ſound mixt and loſt in found; 
Echo's to all the frighted cities round, 

Thick duſt and ſmoac in wavy clouds ariſe, 

Stain the bright day and taint the purer ſkies; 

While flaſhing flames like light'ning dart between, 
And fill the horror of tie fatal ſcene. 

Around the ſield, all dy'd in purple foam, 

Hate, fury, and inſatiate {laughter roam; 

Diſcord with pleaſure o'er the ruin treads; 

And laughing, wraps her in her tatter'd weeds ; 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her car, | 
Shakes terrible her ſteely whip from far, 1 
And with new rage revives the fainting war. J 
So when two currents rapid in their courſe 

Ruth to a point, and meet with equal force, 

The angry billows rear their heads on high, 

Daſhing aloft, the foamin ſurges fly, 


And ring cloud the air with miity " 26 ; 


The raging flood is heard from far to roar, 
By liſtaing ſhepherds on the distant ſhore, 
While mucii they fear, what ills it ſhould portend, 
And wonder way the watry Gods contend. 
High in the midſt, Britannia's warlike chief, 
Too greatly bold, and predigal of life, 
Ls 
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Is ſeen to preſs where death and dangers cal 5 


Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall, 
He flies, and drives confus'd the fainting Gaul. 
Like heat diffus'd his great example warms, 
And animates the ſocial warffor's arms, 
Inflames each colder heart, confirms the bold, 
Makes the young heroes, and renews the old. 
In forms divine around him watchful wait 
The guaxdian Genu of the Britiſb ſtate 
Juſtice and truth his ſteps unerring guide, 
And faithful loyalty defends his ſide; 
Prudence and fortitude their Ma RLB &0 guard, 
And pleaſing liberty his labors chear'd ; | 
But chief, the angel of his Queen was there, 
The union croſs his filver ſhield did bear, . 
And in his deſcent hand he ſhook a warlike ſpear 
While victory celeſtial ſoars above, 
Plum'd like the eagle of imperial Jove, 
Hangs o'er the chief, whom ſhe delights to bleſs, 5 
And ever arms his ſword with ſure ſucceſs, _ 1 
Dooms him the proud oppreſſor to deſtroy, 9 
Then waves her palm, and claps her wings for joy. 
Such was young Aim en on Arbela's plain, | 
Or ſuch the * Painter did the hero feign, 
Where ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 
With graceful ardor, and majeſtic pride, } 
With all the Gods of Greece and fortune on his ſide. 
Nor long Bavaria's haughty Prince, in vain 
Labors the fight unequal to maintain: 
He ſees *tis doom'd his fatal friend the Gaul 
Shall ſhare the ſhame, and in one ruin fall; 
Flies from the foe too oft in battle tried, 
And Heay'n contending on the victor's fide ; 
Then mourns his raſh ambition's crime too late, 
And yields reluctant to the force of fate. 
So when Aneas, thro' night's gloomy ſhade, 
The dreadful forms of hoſtile Gods ſurvey'd, } 
Hopeleſs he left the burning town and fled : 
Saw *twas in vain to prop declining Troy, 
Or fave what Heav'n had deſtin'd to deſtroy. 
What vaſt reward, O Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 
To him who ſav'd thee on tnis glorious day | 
| — Bleſs 
Le Brun. 
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Bleſs vin, grateful nations, where he goes, 
And heap the victor's laurel on his brows. 
In ev'ry land, in ev'ry city freed, | | | 


Let the proud column rear its marble head, 

To Marlborough and liberty decreed ? 

Rich with his wars triumphal arches raiſe, 

To teach your wond” ring ſons the hero's praiſe ; 

To him your ſkilful bards their verſe ſhall briog, 

For him the tuneful voice be taught to ſing, . 

The breathing pipe ſhall ſwell, thall ſound the trem- | 

bling ſtring. J 

Oh happy thou! where peace for ever ſmiles, 

Britannia! nobleſt of the Ocean's iſlæs, 

Fair Queen! who doſt amidſt thy waters reign, 

And ſtretch thy Empire o'er the fartheſt main; 

What tranſports in thy parent boſom roil'd, 

When fame at firſt the pleaſing ſtory told 

How didſt thou lift thy tow*ry front on high ! 

Not meanly conſcious of a mother's joy, 

Proud of thy ſon as Crete was of her Je, ? 

How wert thou pleas'd Heav'n did thy choice approve, > 

And fixt ſucceſs where thou hadſt fixt thy love! 

How with regret his abſence didſt thou mourn ! 

How with unpatience wait his wiſht return? 

How were the winds accus'd for his delay? 

How didſt thou chide the Gods who rule the ſea, 

And charge the Nereid nymphs to watt him on his way! 
At length he comes, he ceaſes from his toil, 

Like Kings of old returning from the ſpoil ; 

To Britain and his Queen for ever dear, 

He comes, their joy and grateful thanks to ſhare; 

Lowly he kneels before the royal ſeat, 

And lays his proudeft wreaths at ANN £s feet. 

While form'd alike for labors or for eaſe, | 

In camps to thunder, or in courts to pleaſe, ſcare, 

Britain's brigint nymphs make Marx LBoOROUGH their 

In all his dangers, all his triumphs, ſhare, 

Conqu'ring he lends the well-pleas'd fair new grace, 

find adds Feth luſtre to each beauteous face : 

Britain preſerv'd by his victorious arms, | 

With wond'rous pleaſure each fair boſom warms, | 

Lightens in all their eyes, and doubles all their __ 
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Ev'n his own Sunderland, in beauty's ſtore 
So rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more, 
Now ſhine with graces never known before; 
Fierce with tranſporting joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 
And each ſoft feature takes a ſprightly turn; 
New flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her eyes, 
And on her blooming cheeks freſh roſes riſe ; 
The pleafing paſſion heightens each bright hue, 
And ſeems to touch the finiſh'd piece anew, 
Improves what Nature's bounteous hand had giv'n, 
And mends the faireſt workmanſmp of Heav'n. 

Nor joy like this in courts is only found, 
But ſpreads to all the grateful people round; 
Laborious hinds inar'd to rural toil, 
To tend the flocks and turn the mellow ſoil, 
In homely guiſe their honeit hearts expreſs, 
And bleſs the warrior who protects the peace, 
Who keeps the foe aloof, and drives afar 
The dreadful ravage of the waſting war. 
No rude deſtroyer cuts the rip'ning crop, 
Prevents the harveſt, and deludes their hope; 
No helpleſs wrerches fly with wild amaze, 
Look weeping buck and fee their dwellings blaze; 
The victor's chain no mournful captives know, 
Nor hear the threats of the inſulting foe, _ | 
But freedom laughs, the fruitful fields abound, 1 
The chearful voice of mirth is heard to ſound, po 
And plenty doles her various bounties round, 4 
The humble village, and the wealthy town, 
Conſenting join their happineſs to own, 
What Heav'n and 4NN 2's gentleſt reign afford, 
All is ſecur'd by Ma RLB R&'s conqu'ring ſword. 

O ſacred, ever honour'd name! O thou! 
That wert our greateſt William once below! 
What place ſo&er thy virtues now poſſeſs 
Near the bright ſource of everlaſting bliſe. 
Where-e'er exalted to etherial height, 
Radiant with ſtars, thou tread'ſt the fields of light, 
Thy ſeats divine, thy. Heav'n a-while forſake, 
And deign the Britozs triumph to partake. 
Nor art thou chang*d, but ſtill thou ſhalt delight % 
Jo hear the fortune of the glorious fight, \ 
How fail'd oppreſſion, and prevail'd the right. I 
N 2 What 
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What once below, ſuch ſtill thy pleaſures are, 

Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy care, | | 
Thy great, thy gen'rous, pure, immortal mind 

Is ever to the public good inclin'd, | 

Js ſtill the tyrant's foe, and patron of mankind. | 
Behold, where Mar1B0«ouGn, thy laſt beſt gift, 
At parting, to thy native Belgia left, w 

Succzeds to all thy kind paternal cares, 

Thy watchful counſels, and laborious wars; 

Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting hand, 

And in thy ſtead protects the orphan land; 

Like tnee, aſpires by virtue to renown, 

Fights to ſecure an Empire not his own, | 
Reaps only toll himſelf, and gives away a crown. 

At length thy pray'r, O pious Prince! is heard, 
Heav'n has, at length, in its own cauſe appear'd, 

At length Ramillia's field atones for all 

The faithleſs breaches of the perjur'd Gaul; 

At length a better age to man decreed, \ 
With truth, with peace, and juſtice ſhall ſucceed ; | 
Fall'n are the proud, and the griev'd world is freed. _ 

One triumph yet, my muſe, remains behind, 

Another vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find; 

On Lombard plains, beyond his Alpine hills, 

Louis the force of hoſtile Britain feels; 

Swift to her friends diftreſs'd her ſuccours fly, 

And diſtant wars ter wealthy ſons ſepply : 

From ſlow unactive courts, they grieve to hear 

Eugene, a name to ev'ry Briton dear, | . 

By tedious languiſhing delays 1s held | 

Repining, and impatient, from the field : 

While factious ſtateſmen riot in exceſs, 

And lazy prieſts whole provinces poſſeſs, 

Of unregarded wants the brave complain, 

And the ſtarv'd ſoldier ſues for bread in vain ; 

At once with generous indignation warm, 

Britain the treaſure ſends, and bids the hero arm, 

Straight eager to the field, he ſpeeds away, I 

There vows the victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 

The ſpoils of Calcinato's fatal day: 

Chear'd by the preſence of the chief they love, 

Once more their fate the warriors long to prove; 
h Reviv'd 
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Reviv'd each ſoldier lifts his drooping head, 
Forgets his wounds, and calls him on to lead; 
Again their creſts the German eagles rear, 
Stretch their broad wings, and fan the Latian air; 
Greedy for battle and the prey they call, 
And point great Eugene's thunder on the Gaul. 
The chief commands, and ſoon in dread array 
Onwards the moving legions urge their way; 
With hardy marches and ſucceſsful haſte, 
O'er ev'ry barrier fortunate they paſs'd, 
W hich Nature or the ſkilful foe had plac'd. 
'The foe in vain with Gallic arts attends, 
To mark which way the wary leader bends ; 
Vainly in war's myierious rules is wiſe, 
Lurks where tall woods and thickeſt coverts rife, 
And meanly hopes a conqueſt from ſurprize. 
Now with ſwift horſe the plain around 'em beats, 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats ; 
Now fix'd to wait the coming force, he ſeems, 
Secur'd by ſteepy banks and rapid ſtreams; 
While River-Gods in vain exhauſt their ſtore, 
From plenteous urns the guſhing torrents pour, 
Riſe o'er their utmoſt margins to the plain, 
And ftrive to ſtay the warrior's haſte in vain 
Alike they paſs the plain and cloſer wood, 
Explore the ford and tempt the ſwelling flood, 
Unthaken ſtill purſue their ſtedfaſt courſe, 
And where they want their way, they find it or they force. 
But anxious thoughts Sawoy's great Prince infeſt, 
And roll ill-boding in his careſul breaſt; 
Oft he revolves the ruins of the great, 
And fadly thinks on loſt Bavaria's fate, 
The hapleſs mark of Fortune's cruel ſport, \ 
J, 


AM 


An exile, meanly forc'd to beg ſupport 
From the ſlow bounties of a foreign court. 
Forc'd from his lov'd Turin, his laſt retreat, 
His glory once and Empire's aucient feat, 
He ſees from far where wide deſtructions ſpread, 
And fiery ſhow'rs the goodly town invade, 
Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd ſtate, 
And curſe the unrelenting tyrant's hate. 
But great Eugene prevents his ev'ry fear, 
He had reſolv'd it, and he would be there; 
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Not danger, toil, the tedious weary way, | 
Nor all the Gallic pow'rs his promis'd aid delay. 
Like truth itſelf unknowing how to fail, 

He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he muſt prevail. 
Thus ever certain does the Sun appear, 
Bound by the law of 7owe's eternal year; 
Thus coritant to his courſe {ets out at morn, <p 
Round the wide world in twice tweive hours 1s ho, > 
And to a moment keeps his fix'd return. 

Straight to the town the heroes turn their care, 
Their friendly ſuccour for the brave prepare, * 
And on the foe united bend the war. | 
_ Ofer the ſteep trench and ramparts guarded height, 
At once they ruſh and drive tne rapid fight ; 
With idle arms the Gallic legions ſeem 
To ftem the rage of the reſiſtleſs ſtream; 
At once it bears 'em down, at once they yield, 
Headlong are puſt'd and ſwept along the field ; 
Reſiſtance ceaſes, and 'tis war no more, 
At once the vanquiſh'd own the victor's pow'r; 
Throughout the field, where-c'er they turn their ſight, 
*T 1s all or conqueſt or inglorious flight; 


Swift to their reſcu'd friends their joys they bear, | 


With life and liberty at once they chear, 
And fave 'em in the moment of deſpair, 
So timely to the aid of finking Rome, 
With active haſte did great Camillus come: 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his way, 
So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the prey, | 
And ſav'd his country in one ſignal day. 
From impious arms at length, O Louis, ceaſe ! 
And leave at length the lab'ring world in peace, 
Leſt Heav'n diſcloſe ſome yet more fatal fcene, 
Fatal beyond Ramiilia or Turin; 
Leſt from thy hand thou ſee thy ſceptre torn, 
And humbled in the duſt thy loſſes mourn ; 
Leſt urg'd at length thy own repining ſlave, TY 
Tho' fond of burdens, and in bondage brave, | 
Purſue thy hoary head with. curſes to the grave. 
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Epilogue, te the Inconſtant : or, The Way to Win Him. 


A Comedy, By Mr. Farquhar. As it was acted at 


the T heatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 170g. 
Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


| Bs FLETCHER's great Original, to-day 
We took the hint of this our modern Play: 
Our author, from his lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconſtant, free gallant : 
With a gay ſoul, with ſenſe, 1 will to rove, 
With language, and with ſoftneſs fram'd to move, 
With little truth, but with a world of love. 
Such forms on maids in morning- ſlumbers wait, 
When fancy firſt inſtructs their hearts to beat, 
When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know | 
not yet. | | 
Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers may 
Reach your cold hearts by ſome unguarded way; 
Let Vilizroy's misfortune make you wiſe, 
There's danger ſtill in darkneſs and ſurprize; 
Tho? from his rampart he defied the foe. 
Prince Eu EN found an aquedud below. 
With eaſy freedom, and a gay addreſs, 
A preſſing lover ſeldom wants ſucceſs : _ 
Whiltt the reſpectful, like the Greet ſits down, 
And waſtes a Jen year's fiege before one town. 
For her own fake, let no toriaken maid, 
Our wanderer, for want of love, upbraid; | 
1 16:00 | Since 


ee, The Wild-Goſe Chaces- 
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Since 'tis a ſecret, none ſhould e' er confeſs, 

That they have loſt the happy power to pleaſe. 

If you ſuſpect the rogue inclin'd to break, 

Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a week; 
As Princes, when they reſty States-men doubt, 

Before they can ſurrender, turn em out. | 
Whate'er you think, grave uſes may be made, 

As much, ev'n for Inconſtancy be ſaid. 

Let the good man for Marriage rites deſign'd, 
With ſtudious care, and diligence of mind, þ 
Turn over ev'ry page of womankind ; 

Mark ev'ry ene, and how the readings vary, | 
And when he knows the worſt on't,—let him marry. 


tt 


——— — 


—— 
- 


Prologue to the Gameſter. A Comedy. By Mrs. Cent- 
livre. As it was acted at the New Theatre in Lin- 
coln's-Inn Fields, 1704. 3 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


F humble wives, that drag che marriage- chain, 
With curſed dogged huſbands may complain; 

If turn'd at large to ſtarve, as we by you, ET 
They may, at leaſt, for alimony ſue, 
Know, we reſolve to make the caſe our own, 
Between the plaintiff Stage, and the defendant Town. 
When firſt you took us from our father's houſe, 
And lovingly our int'reſt did eſpouſe, 8 
You kept us fine, careſs'd, and lodg'd us here, 
And honey-moon held out above three year; 
At length, for pleaſures known. do ſeldom laſt, 
Frequent enjoy ment pall'd your ſprightly taſte; 
And tho? at firſt you did not quite neglect, - 
We found your love was dwindled to reſpect. 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your way it fell, 
Vou ſtopp'd, and call'd to fee if we were well. 
Now quite eſtrang'd, this wretched place you ſhun, 
Like bad wine, bus'neſs, duels, and a dun. | 
Have we for this increas*d Apollo's race? | 
Been often pregnant with your wits embrace ? \ 
And borne you many chopping babes of grace ?. : 
, | % | ome 
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Some ugly toads we had, and that's the curſe, 
They were ſo like you, that they far'd the worſe ; 
For this to-night, we are not much in pain, 
Look on't, and if you like it, entertain: 

If all the midwife ſays, of it, be true, 

There are ſome features too like ſome of you : 
For us, if you think fitting to forſake it, 

We mean to run away, and,let the Pariſh take it. 


A — 
* 


Epilogue, pen by Mrs, Barry, at the Theatre-Royal in 
Drury-Lane, April e yt 1709, at her playing in 
Love for Love with Mrs. Bracegirdle, for the Be- 
nefit of Mr. Betterton. 


As ſome brave Knight, who once with ſpear and 


ſhield | | 
Had ſought renown in many a well-fought field; 
But now no more with ſacred fame inſpir'd, 
Was to a peaceful hermitage retir'd : 
There, if by chance difaſt'rous tales he hears, 
Of matrons wrongs, and captive virgins tears, 
He feels ſoft pity urge his gen'rous breaſt, 
And vows once more to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd. 
Buckl'd in mail, he ſallies on the plain, 
And turns him to the feats ef arms again. 

So we, to former leagues of friend hip true, 
Have bid once more our peaceful homes adieu, 
To aid o!4 THOMAS, aud to pleaſure you. 
Like errant damſels, boldly we engage, 

Arm'd, as you ſee, for the defenceleſs ſtage. 
Time was, when this good man no help did lack, 
And ſcorn'd that any ſhe ſhould hold his back; 
But now, fo age and frailty have ordain'd 

By * two at once he's forc'd to be ſuſtain'd, 

You ſee what failing Nature brings man to; 
And yet let none inſult, for ought we know, 

She may not wear ſo well with ſome of you. 
Tho? old, you find his ſtrength is not clean paſt,. 
But true as ſteel he's. mettle ta the laſt. 


If. 


Mis. Barry and Mes, Br 8 claſp him round the xe. 
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If better he perform'd in days of yore, 
Vet now he gives you all that's in his pow'r; 
What can the youngeſt of you all do more? | 
What he has been, tho? preſent praiſe be dumb, 
Shall haply be a theme in times to come, þ 
As now we talk of Ro/cius, and of Rome. 
Had you withheld your favors on this night, 
Old Shakz?fpear's ghoft had ris'n to do him right. 
With indignation had you feen him frown 
Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taſteleſs town; | 
Griev'd and repining, you had heard him ſay, 
Why are the Muſes labours caſt away ? | 
Why did I write what only he could play ? 
But fince, like friends to wit, thus tkrong'd you meet, 
Go on and make the gen'rous work compleat ; 
Be true to merit, and {till own his cauſe, 
Find ſomething for him more than bare applauſe, 
- In juſt rememhrance of your pleaſures paſt, 
| Be kind, and give him a diſcharge ar laſt, 
In peace and eaſe life's remnant let him wear, 
And hand his conſecrated Buſkin *“ there, 


—— — 


Epilogue, 7 The Cruel Gift. 4 Tragedy. By Mrs. 
Centlivre. As it was atted at the Theatre-Khjal in 
Drury-Lane, 1717. a 


Spoken by Mrs. Oldfield. 


| ELL, —twas a narrow *{cape my Lover made 
That cup and eſſage— ] was fore afraid 
Was that a greſent for a new-made widow, 
Al in her diſmal dumps, like doleful DIDO ? 
When one peep'd in—and hop'd for ſomething good, 
There was- Oh! Gad! a naſty heart and blood 
If the old man had ſhew'd himf2!f a father, 
His Sr ſhould have inclos'd a cordial rather, 
Something 


* Peinting to the Top of the Stage, 


+ This Tragedy was founded upon the Story of Sigiſmmda and 
Criſcardo, one ot Boccace s NovePs . wherein the Heart of the 
Lever, is ſent by the Father to his Daughter, as a preſents. 
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Something to chear me up amidſt my trance, 
L'Eau de Barbad? or comfortable Nants* / 
He thought he paid it off with being ſmart, . 
And to be witty, cried, he'd fend the heart. 

I could have told his gravity, moreover, 

Were I our ſex's ſectets to diſcover; ' 

*T'ts what we never look for in a lover. 

Let but the &ridegroom prudently provide 

All other matters fitting for a br:iae, 

So he make good the jewels and the jornture, 
To miſs the = +, does feldom diſappoint her. 
Faith, for the faſhion Hearts of late are made in, 
They are the vileſt Saubles we can trade in. 
Where are the tough brave Britons to be found, 
With hearts of Oak, fo much of old renown'd ?. 
How many worthy gentlemen of late 

Swore to be true to Mather-Church and State; 


When their falſe hearts were ſecretly maintaining 


Yon trim King PEPIN, at Avignon reigning? 
Shame on the canting crew of /oul-in/urers 
That 7 yburn*tribe of /peech-making Non-jurors; 


Who in new fangled terms, old truths explaining, 8 


Teach honeſt Eagliſemen, damn'd double-meaning. 
Oh! would you. loſt integrity reſtore - 


And boaſt that Faith your plain fore-tathers bore; 


What ſurer pattern can you hope to find, . 


Than that dear PL EDGE your Mod AR e l left en ! 


See how his /ooks his honeft heart explain, 
And ſpake the bleſſings of his future reign? 
In his each feature, truch, and candor trace, 
And read plain-dealing written in his Face. 


N. 6 Prologue, 


* 


* le e. civm- Mauer- and good: Bra. 7 
The Prince of Nales then preſent, 
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as. to 0 Non- Jurke- A Poo. By Mr. Cib- 
ber. As it WAs ated at 7 the wen cart in Prury- 
Lane, 1718. | 


4 wo by Mr. Wilks. g 


T9? Night, y e 5 higs and Tor ories both hs ate, 
Nor hope at one another's coſt to laugh, 

We mean to ſouſe old Satan and the Pope; 

They've no relations here, nor friends, we hope. 

A tool of theirs ſupplies the Comic ſtage 

With juſt materials for ſatyric.rage : | 

Nor think our colours may too ſtrongly paint 

The ſtiff Non- Furing ſeparation ſaint. 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 

To thoſe who give the Nation to the Devil; 

Who at our ſureſt, beſt foundation ſtrike, 

And hate our Monarch and our Church alike ; 

Our Church,—which aw*d with reverential fear, 
Seafcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here. 

Long may ſhe theſe her worſt of foes defyr, 

And lift her mitred head triumphant to the ſky: 
While theirs But jatire fently: diſdains | 
To name, what lives-abt, but in madmen's. biden,” | 
Like bawds, each lurking paſtor ſeeks the dark, 
And fears the Juſtice's enquiring clerk. 

In cloſe back-rooms his routed flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the Patriarch of blind lanes and allies, 
There tafe, he lets his thund'ring cenſures fly, 
Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our laws the he, | 
And excommunicates three-ſtonies high. 

Why, ſince a land of Liberty they hate, 

Still will they linger in this free-born ſtate? 


Here, 
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Here, ev*ry hour, freſh, - hateful, objects riſe, 

Peace and proſperity afflict their eyes: 

With anguiſh, Prince, and people they ſurvey, 

Their juſt obedience; and his righteous ſway. 

Ship off, ye ſlaves, and ſeek ſome paſſive land, 

Where tyrants after your own hearts command, 

To your Franſalpine maſter's rule reſort, 

Ani fill an empty abdicated court: | 

Turn your poſſeſſions here to ready-rhino, 
And buy ye lands and Lordſhips at Urb:zs. 
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Honk Ar. Lis. II. Opz IV. 
Ad XANTHIAM. 


J. 0 | 


JE fit ancillæ tibi amor pudort, 
| Kanthia Pheceu : priùs inſolentem 
Serva Briſeis niveo colore 1 


Morit Achillem. 1 


II. 


 Mowit Ajacem, Telamone natum, 
Forma captive dominum T ecmeſſee c: 
Arſfit Atrides medio in triumpho 
Virgine rapte: 7 


„ 


III. 


Barbaræ poſtquam cecidere turmæ 
T hefjals viclore, & ademptus Heer 
Tradidit faſſis leviora tollt | 


Pergama Grazths. 


"3 fp 
IV. 


Neſcias, an te generum beati 

Phyllidis flave decorent parentes :. 

Regium cert? genus, & penates 
Meret iniquos. 


V.. 


Crede non illam tibi de ſeeleſtn 

Plebe delectam: neque fic fidelem, . 

Sic lucro averſam potuiſſè naſci 
Matre pudenad, 
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Hor ace, Book II. Ops IV. Imitated. 
The Lord Griffin to the Earl of Scarſdale. 


| J. 
O not, moſt fragrant Earl, diſclaim * 
Thy bright, thy reputable flame, 
To Bracegirdle the brown; 
But publickly eſpouſe the dame, 
And ſay G— D— the town. 


IT. 
Full many heroes, fierce and keen, 
With drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 
Although right good commanders ; 
Some who with you have Hounſlow ſeen, 
And ſome who've been in Flanders. 


III. 
Did not base Greber's * PREGG nflame © 
The ſober Earl of Nottingham, a 
Of ſober Sire deſcended * 
That careleſs of his ſoul and fame, 
To Play houſes he nightly came, 
And left Church undefended. 


13 

The Monarch who of France is hight, 
Who rules the roſt with matchleſs might, 

Since WILLIAM went to Heaven; 
Loves MainTExoON, his T.ady bright, 
Who was but ScaaRoNn's leaving. 
Tho? thy dear's father kept an inn 
At griſly head of Saracen, 

For carriers at Northampton z + 
Vet ſhe might come of gentler king 

Than c'er that father dreamt on. 


VL 
Of proffers large her . had * <> f 
Of jewels, plate, and land in fee N 1 
Which the with ſcorn rejected: 1 
And can a nymph fo virtuous bte | 1 
Ot baſe- born blood ſuipeted ? ) . 
* Signiora Franceſco Marguarcta de I Epine, an Italian Songſtreſi“ 9 


VI. 


Brachia & vultum, tereteſque ſuras 


Integer laudo : fuge ſuſpicari, 
Cujus oftavum trepidavit tas 
Claudere luſi rum. 


S 
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Ad LVYVD IAM. 


5 HORATIUsS. 
Onec gratus enam libi, 
Nec quiſquam potior brachia candida 
Cervict juvents dabat, 
Perſarum vigui Rege beatior. 


LYDIA. 
Donec non alia magis 
Arfifti, neque erat Lydia poſt Chloën, 
Multi Lydia nominis © 
Romand vigui clarior ilid, 


HORATIUS. 
Me nunc Creſſa Cale regit, oF, 
Dulces docta modos, & citharæ ſciens : 
Pro qua non metuam mori, 5 
si parcent anime fata ſupenſtiti. 


[ 
>. F 


LYDIA 


Jorar. Lis. III. Ops IX. 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 284 . 


VII. 
Her dimple cheek, and roguiſh eye, 
Her flender waiit, and taper thigh, 
I always thought provoking; | 
But, faith, tho? I talk waggiſhly, 
I mean no more than juking. 


| a 2 
Then be not jealous, friend, /for why? 
My Lady Marchioneſs 1s nigh, | 
To ſee I ne'er ſhall hurt ye; 
Beſides, you know full well, that 1 
Am turn'd ot five-and-forty. W 


* 


l 
— . * —_— 
n _ — — 


The RECONCILEMENT between Jacob Tonſon 
and Mr. Congreve. i 

An Imitation of Hor Ack. Book III. OpE IX. 

TONSON. | 
HILE at my houſe in Fleet-ftreet once you lay, 
How merrily, dear Sir, time paſs'd a y: 
While 7 partock your wine, your wit, and mirth, 
i was the happieſt creature on God's Yearth*. 
"CONGREPE. .. 
While in your early days of reputation, 

You for blue garters had not ſuch a paſſion; 

While yet you did not uſe (as now your trade is) 

To drink with noble Lords, and toaſt their Ladies; 


Thou, Jacos Toxsox, wert to my conceiving, 


The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt, fellow living. 


T OMS OM. 
I'm in with Captain VAX BR VH at the preſent, 

A moſt faveet-natur'd gentleman, and pleaſant ; 
He writes you comedies, draws ſchemes, and models: 
And builds Dukes houſes upon very odd hills : 
For him, ſo much 1 dote on him, that 1, 
If I was ſure to go to Heaven, would die. 
” 7 CON. 

V Tonfon (Sen.) his Dialect. 
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LYDIA. 


Me torret face mutud 
T bhurini Calais Julius Ornitht : 
Pro quo bis patiar mort 


87 * fpuero fata * 


HORATIUS. 


Quid, ſi priſca redit Venus? 
Diductoſque Jugo gt aheneo ? 
Si flava excutitur Chloe, 


Rejectrque,patet Janua Cnliat - . 


LYDIA. 


Duanquam fidere pulchrior 
Ille eſt, tu lewior cortice, & improbs 
dracundior Aaria, 


Tecum Vivere amem, tecum obeam libens. 


Horar. LIB. III. Ove XI. 
AD . M. 


I. 
Nata mecum Conſule Maul, | 
Seu tu querelas, five geris Jocos, 
Ser rixam, & in/anos amores, 


Seu facilem, pia teſta, ſomnum: 


II. 
Juocungue lectum nomine Maſficum 
Ser vas, mowveri digna bono die : 
Dejcende, Corino juleute, 
Promere languidiara vina. 
. 
Non ille, quanquam Socraticis madet 
Sermonibus, te negliget horridus © 
Narratur & priſci Catonis 
Scrfpe mero caluiſſe virtus. 


IV. Tv 
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 "CONGREF EE. 
TEMPLE“ and DaLAvAL are now my party, 
Men that are tam Mercurio both guam Marte; 
And tho? for them I thall ſcarce go to Heaven, 
Yet I can drink with them ſix nights in ſeven. 


TONSON. ® 
What if from Van's dear arms I ſhould retire, 
And once more warm my + Burnians at your hre ; 
If I to Boæu-ſtroct ſhould invite you home, | 
And let a bed up in my dining- room, \ 
Tell me, dear Mr. ConGREve, would you come? 


5  CONGREPFE. 

Tho? the gay Sailor, and the gentle Knight, 
Were ten times more my joy and heart's delight; 
"Tho? civil perſons they, you ruder were, 

And had more humors than a dancing bear; 
Yet for your ſake I'd bid *em both adieu, 
And live and die, dear Cos, with only you. 


. 
* 


HoRAck, Book III. OpE XXI. 
To his CAS k. 


3 
AIL, gentle Cas k, whoſe venerable head 
With hoary down and ancient duſt o' er- ſpread, 

Proclaims, that ſince the vine firſt brought thee forth 

Old age has added to thy worth. | 
Whether the ſprightly juice thou doſt contain, 

Thy vot'nes will to wit and love, 

Or ſenſeleſs noiſe and lewdneſs move, 
Or ſleep, the cure of theſe and ev'ry other pain. 

II. 

Since to ſome day propitious and great, 
Juſtly at firſt thou was deſign'd by fate; 

This day, the happieſt of thy many years, 

With thee I will forget my cares: 
To my COR7{NUY health thou ſhalt go round, 

(Since thou art ripen'd for to day, 


And longer age would bring decay) [drown'd. 
Till ev'ry anxious thought in, the rich ſtream = 
| | III. Te 


* Sir Richard Temple, now Lord Cobham, 
+ Jacoz's Term for his Corns, 


——— p——— — — — 
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IV. 


® 
4 


Tu lene tormentum ingenio admoves 
Plerumque duro tu ſapientium 
Curas, & alba Tens Jocofo 
Confilium retegis Iyæo. 


0 15 


Tu ſpem reducis mentibus anxiis, 
Vireſque, S addis cornua pauperi, 
Poſt te neque iratos trementi 
Reg um apices, neque militum arma. 


rf 
vo 


VT. 


Te Liber, &, fs Ita aderit Venus, 
Segne/que nodum folvere Gratiæ, 
Vivæque producent lucerne, 


Dum rediens fugat aſtra Phæbus. 


5 


HoR Ar. 
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85 III. 
Fo thee my friend his roughneſs ſhall ſubmit, 
And SOCRATES himſelf a while forget. 
Thus when old CA TO would ſometimes unbend 
The rugged ſtiffneſs of his mind | 
Stern and fevere, the ſtoic quaff'd his bowl, 
His frozen virtue felt the charm, _ 
And ſoon grew pleas'd, and ſoon grew warm, 
And bleſs'd the ſprightly pow'r that chear'd lis gloomy 
IV. [ ſoul. 
With kind conſtraint ill- nature thou doſt bend, 
And mould the ſnarling cynic to a friend. | 
The ſage reſerv'd, and fam'd for gravity, 
Find> all he knows ſumm'd up in thee, | 
And by thy pow'r unlock'd, grows eaſy, gay, and free. 
The ſwain, who did ſome credulous nymph perſuade 
To grant him all, inſpir'd by thee, 
Devotes her to his vanity, | 
And to his fellow-fops toaſts the abandon'd maid. 
V. 
The wretch who preſs'd beneath a load of cares, 
And lab'ring with continual woes, deſpairs. + 
If thy kind warmth does his chill'd ſenſe invade, 
From. earth he rears his drooping head, 
Reviv'd by thee, he ceaſes now to mourn 
His flying cares give way to haſte, 
And to the God reſign his breaſt, 
Where hopes of better days, and better things return, 
VI. 
The lab'ring hind, who with hard toil and pains, 
Amidſt his wants, a wretched life maintains; 
If thy rich juice, his homely ſupper crown, 
Hot with thy fires,, and bolder grown, 
Of Kings, and of their arbitrary pow'r, 
And how by impious arms they reign, 
Fiercely he talks with rude diſdain, 
And vows to be a ſlave, to be a wretch no more. 
Vik.:: 
Fair Queen of Love and thou great God of Wine, 
Hear ev'ry Grace, and all ye Pow'rs divine, * 
All that to mirth and friendſhip do incline, J 
Crown this auſpicious ca{k, and happy night, 
With all things that can give delight; 2 
g Be 
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* 


* ——_— Pr 


ot 


HoxrarT. Lis. IV. Op I. 


AD VENE REM. 


Nrermiſſa Venus diu, 
Rurſus bella moves + parce, precor, precor. 
Non ſum, qualls eram bone ; 
Sub regno Cynaræ : dejine dulcium 
Mater ſæ va Cupidinum, 
Circa luſtra 8 fleaere mollibus 


Jam durum imperiis : Abi 


JED ” ——— 4 as £ —_ — — * 9 
—— D — . — — — — : 


48 
3 


—— 


Duo blande juvenum te re vocant preces. 


Tempeſtivins in domo 


Eb, —— E 
. he beaded 


— — — 
= DDE ERIC INIT 


Pauli, purpureis ales oloribus, 


Commeſjabere Maxim, 


_ a 


Si torrere jecur queris idoneum, 
Namque & nobilis, & decent, 

Et pro ſollicitis non tacitus reis, 
Et centum puir arttum, 

Late figna feret militiæ tuæ. 
Et, guandogue potentior 

Largis muneribus riſerit æmuli, 4 
Albanos prope te lacus 


Ponet marmoream /ub trabe Citress 
wor 
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Be ev'ry care and anxious thought away; 
Ye tapers ſtill be. bright and clear, 
Rival the moon, and each pale ftar, 


Your beams ſhall yield to none, but his who brings the day. 


—— 


3 7 - 


* 


Horace, Book IV. Ops I. 


To FEANUS. 


NCE more the Queen of Love invades my breaſt, 
| Late, with long caſe, and peaceful pleaſures bleſt; 
Spare, ſpare the wretch, that ſtill has been thy ſlave, 
And let my former ſervice have 
The merit to protect me to the grave. 
Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 
When under CY NENA the good and fair, 
With joy I did thy fetters wear, 
Bleſs'd in the gentle ſway of an indulgent Queen. 
Stiff and unequal to the labour now, 
With pain my neck beneath thy yoke I bow, 
Why doſt thou urge me ſtill to bear? Oh! why 
Doſt thou not much rather fly \ 
To youthful breaſts, to mirth and gaiety ? 
Go, bid thy ſwans their gloſſy wings expand, 
And ſwiftly thro” the yielding air 
To Da won thee their goddeſs bear, 
Worthy to be thy flave, and fit for thy command, 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Joy in his heart, love on his charming tongue. 
Skill'd in a thouſand ſoft prevailing arts, 
With wondrous force the youth imparts 
Thy pow'r to unexperienc'd virgins hearts. . 
Far ſhall he ſtretch the bounds of thy command; 
And if thou ſhalt his wiſhes bleſs, 
Beyond his rivals with ſucceſs, 
In Gold and marble ſhall thy ſtatues ſtand, 
Beneath the ſacred ſhade of Odel's wood, 
Or on the banks of Os gentle flood, 1 
| ; | Wit 
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Illic plurima naribus 


Daces thura , lhreque, & Bereynthie | 


Delectabere 1ibie 


Miſtis carminibus, non fine fiſtula. 
Illic bis pueri die 


* 


Numen cum teneris virginibus tuum 
Laudantes, pede candido 

In morem Salium ter quatient humum. 
Me nec fæmina, nec puer 

Fam, nec ſpes animi credula mutui, 
Nec certare juvat mero, | 

Nec wvincire novis tempora floribus, 
Sed cur heu, Ligurine, cur 

Manat rara meas lacryma per genas ? 
Cur facunda pariim decoro | 

Inter verba cadit lingua filentio? 
Nocturnis te ego ſomniis 

Jam capium teneo, jam volucrem ſequor 
Ze per gramina Martii 

Campi, te per aq uas, dure, volubiles. 


— 


HoR AT. 


For ever ſacred to thy praife, | 
Till the fair ſtream, and wood, and love itſelf decays. 
T here while rich incenſe on thy altar burns, 
Thy votaries, the nymphs and ſwains, 
In melting ſoft harmonious ſtrains 
Mix'd with the ſofter flutes, ſhall tell their flames by 
0 turns. 
As love and beauty with the light are born, 
So with the day thy honours ſhall return; 
Some lovely youth, pair'd with a bluſhing maid, \ 


With od'rous beams a temple he ſhall raiſe, } 


A troop of either ſex ſhall lead, | 
And twice the Salian meaſures round thy altar tread, 
Thus with an equal Empire o'er the light, 

The Queen of Love, and God of Wit, 

Together riſe, together ſit : ; 
But, Goddeſs, do thou ſtay, and bleſs alone the night. 
There may*ſt thou reign, while I forget to love; 

No more falſe beauty ſhall my paſſion move ; 


By mutual vows and oaths betray'd, 
To hope for truth from the proteſting maid. 
With love the ſprightly joys of wine are fied ; 
The roſes too ſhall wither now, 
That us'd to ſhade and crown my brow, 
And round my chearful temples fragrant odors ſhed. 
But tell me, CynTH1a, ſay, bewitching fair, 
What mean theſe ſighs? Why ſteals this falling tear? 
And when my ſtruggling thoughts for paſſage = 


Nor ſhall my fond believing heart be led, . 


Why did my tongue refuſe to move: 
Tell me, can this be any thing but Love? 
Still with the night my dreams my griefs renew, 
Still ſhe 1s preſent to my eyes, 
| And full in vain I, as ſhe flies, 
O' er woods, and plains, and ſeas, the ſcornful maid 
L purſue. 


Vol, II. 0 HRA; 
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HorarT. Lis. I. EersT. IV. 


Ad ALBIUM TIBULLUM. 


Lbi, neſtrorum Sermonum candide judex, : 


Quid nunc te dicam facere in regiono Pedana ? 
Scribere quod Cofſii Parmenſis opuſcula wincat ? 
An tacitum ſylvas inter reptare ſalubres, 
Curantem guicguid dignum ſapiente bonoque eff ? 
Non tu corpus eras fine pectore. Di tibi formam, 
Dꝛ tibi diwitius dederant, arlemque fnuendi. 
Quid doweat dulci nutricula majus alan, | 
Puam ſapere, © Fari ut pofſit guæ ſentiat, uigue 
Gratia, fama, valetudo contingat abundè, 
Et mundus vidtus, non deficiente crumena ® 


Inter ſpem, curamque, timores inter & iras, 


— . 


Omen 
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Hozacr, Book I. Episr. IV. Jmitated. 


To Ri HARD THORN HILL, E;“ 


Hor x HII, whom doubly to my heart commerd 

The critic's art, and candor of a friend, 
Say what thou doſt in thy retirement find, 
Worthy the labors of thy active mind; 
Wuether the tragic Mule inſpires thy thought, 
To emulate what moving OTwar wrote; 
Or whether to the covert of ſome grove 
'Thou and thy thoughts do from the world remove, 
Where to thyſelf thou all thoſe rules doſt ſhow, 
That good men ought to practiſe, or wiſe know. 
For ſure thy maſs of man 1s no dull clay, 
But well inform'd with the celeſtial ray. 
The bounteous Gods, to thee complcatly kind, 
In a fair frame inclos'd thy fairer mind : | 
Ard tho? they did protuſely wealtn beſtow, 
They gave thee the true uſe of wealth to know, 
Could ev'n the nurſe with for her darling boy 
A happineis which thou doſt not enjoy; 
What can her fond ambition aſk beyond 
A foul by wiſdom's nobleſt precepts crovn'd ? 
To this fair ſpeech, and happy utt'rance join'd, 
1 unlock the ſecret treaſures of the mind, 
And make the dlefiing common to mankind. 
On theſe let health and reputation wait, 
The favour of the virtuous and the great: 
A table chearfully and clæanly ſprcad, | 
Stranger alike to riot and to need: 
Such an eſtate as no extremes may Know, 
A tree and juſt diſdain tor all things elſe below. 
Amidſt uncertain hopes, and anxious cares, 
Tumult'ous firife, and miſerable fears, 
Prepare for all events thy conſtant breaſt, 
And let each day be to thee as thy laſt. 


O 2 That 


* Who fought the Duel with Sir Chatmondiey Detring. 
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Omnem avid diem tibi diluxifſe ſupremum. 

Grata ſuperveniet, que non ſperabitur, hora. 

Me i E nitidum bend curata cute viſes, 


Cum ridere voles Epicuri de grege porcum. 


UN. 12 


UM Roja purpureo ſuffunditur ora rubore, 
Spina gravis nitidi floris amore calet. 
Protinus armorum ponit pacatior iras, 
Et jam blanda ſuæ porrigit ora Roe, 
Ut videt alternis ambas concurrere votes, 
Quæ regit hortorum maxima FLORA wices, 
Felices iubet hinc coeant in fadera, utriſque 
Unus, & ex Uno ftemmate ſurgat henos. 
Tu decus æternum, dixit, mea, da, Roſa, Spine, 
Et tu perpetuam protege, Spina, Roſam. 


THE 


* 
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That morning's dawn will with new pleaſure riſe, 
Whoſe light ſhalf unexpected blefs. thy eyes. 

Me, when to town in winter you repair, t 
Batt'ning in eaſe you'll find, ſleek, freſh, and fair; 
Me, who have learn'd from E>1cuzvus' lore, 

To ſnatch the bleſſings of the flying hour, 

Whom ev'ry Friday at the Vine“ you'll find 


His true diſciple, and your faithful friend. 


THE UNION. 


\ \ FT HILE rich in brighteſt red the bluſhing Roe 
Her freſheſt op'ning beauties did diſcloſe; 

Her, the rough Th:/le, from a neighb'ring field, 

With fond deſires and lover's eyes beheld : 

Strait the fierce plant lays by his pointed darts, 

And wooes the gentle flow'r with ſofter arts. 

Kindly e heard, and did bis flame approves 

And own'd the avarrior worthy of her love. 

Fox A, whole happy laws the ſcaſons guide, 

Who does in fields and painted meads prefide, 

And crowns tae gardens with their flow*ry pride, 

With pleaſure ſaw the wing pair combine, 

To tavour hit their goddeſs did deſign, 

And bid them in eternal Union join. 

Heaceforth, ihe ſaid, in each returning year, 

One ſtem the Thiſtle and the Roſe ſhall bear: | 

Vic 7 hiſtle's laſting grace, thou, O my Roſe / ſhalt be, 

The warlike Fhiftle's arms, a ſure defence to thee. 


O3 On 


The Vine Tavern in Teng Aere, 
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On CONTENTMENT. 
Done from the Latin of | s Gerhard. 
1 that once, by Fortune's bounty rear'd, 
Amidſt the wealthy and the great appear'd; 
Have wiſely from thoſe envy'd heights declin'd, 


Have ſunk to that juſt level of mankind, [rf mind. 
Where nor c little, nor tee much gives the true Feace 


—— 


Al. 


Cn the laſt Judgment, ond the Happineſs of 


tbe Saints in Heaven. 
Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard. 


N that bleſs'd day, from ev'ry part, the juſt, 
1 Rais d from the liquid deep or mould'ring duſt, 
'The various products of Time's fruitful womb, 
All of paſt ages, preſent and to come, | 
In full afſembly ſhall at once reſort, | | 
And meet within high Heav*n's capacious court: 
There famous names rever'd in days of old. 
Our great forefathers there we ſhall behold, „ 
From whom old ſtocks and anceſtry began, 
And worthily in long ſucceſſion ran?? 
The reverend Sires with pleaſure ſha!l we greet, 
Attentive hear, while faitaful they repeat 
Full many a virtuous deed, and many a noble feat. 
There, all thoſe tender ties, which here below, 
Or kiadred, or more ſacred friendſhip know, 
Firm, conſtant, and unchangeable ſhall grow. 
Rehn'd from paſſion, and the dregs of ſenſe, 
A better, truer, dearer love from thence, 
Its everlaſting being ſhall commence : 
There, like their days, their joys ſhall ne'er be done, 
No night ſhall riſe, to ſhade Heav'u's glorious Sun, 
But one eternal Holy-day go on. 


. 2 
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In his Meoditationes Sacre 
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COLIN's COMPLAINT. 


A Soxs, -to the Tune of Grim King of the 
Ghoſts, 


TN Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepierd forſaken was laid; 
And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 


A willow ſupported his head. Ry 


The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a figh did reply; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. | . 


Alas, filly ſwain that I was! 
Thus ſadly complaining he cned, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
Twere better by far I had died. 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, *twas a pleaſure too great. 
I liRen'd, and cried, when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever fo ſweet? 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on fo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine folk of the town? 


To think that a beauty ſo gay, ; 


So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 
Or live in a cottage on love? 


What tho? T.have fall to complain, 

Tho' the Muſes my temples have crown'd; 
What tho? when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 

The virgins fit weeping around. 
Ah, Colin, thy hopes are in vain, 

Thy pipe and thy Jaurel reſign; 

Thy falſe one inclines to a ſwain, 

Whole muſic is ſweœeter than thine. 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who forro'y to ſee me betray'd, 


P. O 4 Whatever 
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Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, | 


Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 
'Fho' thro? the wide world I ſhould range, 
*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly, 
*T'was hers to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be conitant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her brealt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſce me laid Jow in the ground. 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, 
And frolic it all the long day ; 
While CoL1n, forgotten and gone, 5 
No more ſhall be talk'd of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


— . 2 — — * 


EpICRAM on a Lady who ſhed her Water at 
ſeeing the Tragedy of Caro. 


[ 7 Hilft maudlin Whigs deplore their CA ro's fate, 
Still with dry eyes the Tory CzL1a fate: 
But tho? her pride forbad her eyes to flow, 

'The guſhing waters found a vent below. 

Thoꝰ ſecret yet with copious ſtreams ſhe mourns, 

Like twenty River-Gods with all tneir urns, 

Let others ſcrew an hypocritic face, 

She ſhews her grief in a ſincerer place! 

Here Nature reigns, and paſſion void of art: 

For this road leads directly to the heart. 


IM1TATED ## LATIN. 
Lorat fata ſui dum cetera Turba Catonis, | 
Ecce I oculis ficcis Cilia fixa ſidet; At 


FOEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 297 


A quanquam lachrymis faſtus wetat ora rigari, 
. Invenere viam quã per opaca fluant : 

Clam dolet illa guidem, manat tamen humor abundò, 
"Numinis ex Urnd, ceu fluvialis aqua. 3 

 Diftorquent aliæ vultus, fimulantque dolorem e 4 
Quæ mage fincera eft Cælia parte dolet. 

9.4 mera natura eſt, non per ſonata per artem, 
Quãgue itur reeid cordis ad ima vid. 


- 2 —— brJ „ — — — — — 
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M E CR NAS. 


Ver8es occafioned by the Honors conferred on the Right 1 
Honourable the Earl of HALLIT AX, 1714, Being 1 
that Year inſtalled Knight of the moſt noble Order of” ii 
the Garter. N 


=p Lens 


* wok, DANITY Ga + 


Hokus and CæsAR once conſpir'd to grace 
A noble Knight, of ancient TY {ar race. 

The Monarch, greatly conſcious of his worth, 
From books and his retirement call'd him forth; 
Adorn'd the Patriot with the Civic crown, i 
The Conſul's Faſces, and Patrician gown: 
Whe world's whole wealth he gave him to beſtow, 
And teach the ſtreams of treaſure where to flow): 
To him he bad the ſuppliant Nations come, 
And on his Counſels fix'd the fate of Rome. | 

The God of Wit, who taught him firſt to ſing, J 
And tune high numbers to the vocal ſtring, 
With jealous eyes beheld the bounteous King. 

Forbear, he cried, to rob me of my ſhare; ' 
Our common fav'rite is our common care. 
Honors and wealth thy grateful hand may give; 
But PHOE Bus only bids the Poet live, 

The ſervice of nis faithful heart is thine ; 
There let thy JULIA Star an emblem ſhine ; | 
His mind, and her imperial ſeat are mine, 
Then bind his brow, ye Theſpian maids, he ſaid, | 
The willing Muſes the command obey'd, — 
And wove the deathleſs laurel for his head. 
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EPIGRAM, gn the Prince of Walks's, then 
Regent, appearing at the Fire 3 in Spring- 
Gaten; eee | g 

HY Gparti, ag pleſt n ſcorns to * 

When the ſad ſubjects of his father Wee p; 

Weak Princes by their fears increaſe diſtrefſs; 

He faces danger, and ſo makes ut leſe. 
JT'yrants on blazing towns may ſmile with j joy, 

He knows to Ig is greater than 46 . 
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SonG on @ fine Woman who bad a dull 
5 Hand., arts 


| 1 
HEN on fair Celia's eyes I gaze, 
V | And bleis their light divine; 
J ſtand confounded with amaze, | ERIE NT 
To think on what they Rune. 
II. 
On one vile clod of earth ſhe 3 
T'o fix their influence; 
Which kindles not at thoſe bri _ beams, 
Nor wakens 1 into ſenſe. ; | 
9111. NIE 
Loſt Do benitdegts wid the thought, dan Of) .< 
could not but complain, ' | iii ad ba! 
Tat Nature's laviſh hand had wrought: 
1 his faireſt work in vain. 
IV. | 
Thus ſome who have the ſtars ſurve 6 d, * 
Are ignorantly led 2705 7 IEVEL TOOTHED 1: 
To think thofe glorious lamps were me TE CO 
1 o light Tem-Fool to bad, an 


* 7 2 1 7 ; : 
4 d 4. is ka + . ; Cv 3.48 oY. 
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og qed 155 15 firſt viſt 170 1 Warwick | 
a Holland- Houſe. 855 | 
EARING that Chlze's | oe Ns crown'd © os 


The ſummit of a neighbouring hill, 
sr 2 £3 Where 


- * , 
= - 


* * * TY, Ws OPTRTRYs 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 299 


Where ev'ry rural joy was found, | 
Where health and wealth were plac'd around, 
To wait like fervants on her will. | | . 
| HH: | 3 4 
I went, and found *tvras as they ſaid, 'F 
That ev'ry thing look'd freſh and fair; 1 


Her herds in flow'ry paſtures ſtray'd, 1 
Delightful was the Green- Wood ſhade, | 1 
And gently breath'd the balmy air. | { | 
"TTL? 1 


But when J found my troubled beart 
Uneaſy grown within my breaſt, 


My breath come ſhort, and in each part | 1; 
Some new diforder ſcem to #art, | | # 
Which pain'd me fore and broke my ret: | * i 


| IV. . 
Some nox10us vapour ſure, I ſaid, a | 
From this unwholfom foil muſt riſe ; | 
Some ſecret venom is convey 'd 3 | 
Or from this field, or from that ſhade, | 
That does the pow'rs of life ſarprize. 
V 


Soon as the ſkilful Leach beheld 

The change that in my kealth was grown : 
Blame not, he cried, nor wood nor field; 
Diſeaſes which ſuch ſymptoms yield, © 

Proceed from Chloe's cyes alone. 

VI. 

Alike ſhe kills in ev'ry air, 

The coldeft breaſt her beauties warm; 
And tho' the fever took you there, 
If Chloe had not been ſo fair, 
The place had never done you harm. 


ST NN #4 8 
To Lady Warwick en Mr, ADD150N's 
going to Ireland, 
1 


E Gods and Nereid Nymphs who rule the ſea ! 
Wo chain loud ſtorms ard fill the raging main! 
With care the gentle Lycidas convey, | 


And bring the faithful lover ſafe again. 
42 O 6 II. When 
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| „ 

When Albion's ſhore with chearleſs heart he left, 

Penſive and ſad upon the deck he ſtood, 
Of ev'ry joy in Chloe's eyes bereft, 

And wept his ſorrows in the ſwelling flood. 

| III. 

Ah fairefl maid ! whom, as I well divine, 

The righteous Gods his juft reward ordain; 
For his return thy pions wiſhes join, 

That thou at lengih __ pay him for his pain. 

I 


And ſince his love does thine alone purſue, 
In arts unpractis'd and urs'd to range; 
J charge thee be by his example true, 
And ſnun thy ſex's inclination, Change. 
V 


When crowds of youthful lovers round thee wait, 
And tender thoughts in ſweeteſt words impart 
When thou art woo'd by titles, wealth and ſtate, 
Then think on Lycidas, — guard thy heart. 
J. 


When the gay theatre ſhall charm thy eyes, 
When al tful wit ſhall ſpeak thy beauty's praiſe z 
When harmony (tall thy ſoft foul ſurpriſe, 
Sooth all thy ſenſes, = thy paſſions raiſe: 
| VII. 


Amidſt whatever various joys appear, 

Yet breathe ond ſigh, for one ſad minute mourn; 
Nor let thy heart know one delight ſincere, 

Jill thy own trueſt Lycidas return. 


a 
IT and Beauty, t'other day, 

Chanc'd to take me in their way; 
And, to make the favour greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good- nature, 
Con verſation care begailing, 
Joy in dimples ever miling, 
All the pleatures her below, 
Men can aſk or Gods b-Row. 
A jolly train, believe me! No: 
There were but two, Lepeil and How, The 
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The COoNTENTED SHEPHERD. 
us 
S on a ſummer's day 
In the greenwood ſhade I lay, 
The maid that I lov'd, 


As her fancy mov'd, 
Came walking forth that way. 


And as ſhe paſled by 
With a ſcornful glance of her eye, 
What a ſhame, quothThe, 
For a ſwain muſt it be, 
Like a lazy loon for to die ! 
| = 
And doſt thou nothing heed, 
What Pan our God has decreed; 
What a prize to- day 
Shall be given away, 
To the ſweeteſt ſhepherd's reed. 
3 
There's not a ſingle ſwain 
Of all this fruitful plain, 
But with hopes and fears 
Now buſily prepares 
The bonny*boon to gain. 


Shall another maiden ſhine 
In brighter array than thine ? 

Up, up, dull ſwan, 

Tune thy pipe once again, 
A..d make the gala mine 
| V I 

Alas! my love, he cried, 
What avails this courtly pride? 

Since thy dear deſert 
Ils written in my heart, 

Wnat is all the world beſide ? 
| Vil. 

To me thou art more gay 
In tius homely ruſſet gray, 

1 han the nymphs of our green, 

So trim, and 1o ſheen, 


Or tae brighteſt Queen of May. VIII. What 


392 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


VIII. 
What tho' my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a ſilken gown ; 
My own dear maid, 
Be content with this ſhade, 
And a ſhepherd all thy own, 


SONG. 4 WPILLoOx > 


To the Saine, in her Sickneſs. 


1. [ plain, 
O the Brook and the Willow that heard him com- 
Ah willow, zvilloxw. 
Poor Calin ſat weepirg, and told them his pain; 
Ah willow, wwllon 20; ah 7 ithow, Willow, 


Sweet ſtream, he cried fadly, I'll teach thee to flow 5 


Ah awwillew, Oc. 
And the waters ſhall rife to the brink with my woe. 


Ah awilliww, Tc, 
Hi. 


All reſtleſs and 3 poor Amoret lies, 


Ah oli do, Oc. 
And counts the ſad moments of time as it flies. 


A qvillsw, oc. 
TY. 


To the nymph my heart loves, ye foft ſlumbers repair; 
Ah e Rl Wc. 

Spread your downy wings o'er her, and make her your 

care. of willow," Cc. 
* 

EIA brook, were thy chance near her pillow t to creep, 
Ab cwiliow, c. | 

Perhaps ti. y ſoft murmurs might lull her to ſleep, 


Ab wiliow, Oc. 
VI. 


Let me be kept waking, my eyes never cloſe, 


Ah awillow, Sc. 
So the ſleep that I loſe brings my fair one repoſe. 


A awillo: 'W 3 Ee. 
VII. Buy 


— — es rea ere ranks 
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VII, 
But if I am Joon to be wretched indeed ; 
Ah willow, Sc. 
If the loſs of my dear-one, my love, 15 Arte d; 
Ah avilloxv, Oc. 
VIII. 


If no more my fad Saas by thoſe eyes ſhall be chepe? d; 
A avilluae, fc. 
If the voice of my warbler no more ſhall be heard ; 
Ah willow, Se. 
IX. 


Believe me, thou fair-one; tliou dear-one, believe, 
Ah willow, Ec. | 
Few ſighs to thy lots, and 4 tears will J give. 
Ab will, &c. 
X. 
One fate to thy Colin and thee mal be ty'd, 
Ah willow, Sc. 
And ſoon lay thy ſhepherd cloſe by thy cold hde. 
Ah Willows Tc. 


Then run, gentle . and to Joſe thy ſelf, haſte ; ; 
Ab willy „ willy. 

F ade thou too, my willow, this verſe is my laſt; 
Ah willow, willow ;- ah; wvillow, willew. + 


1 1 4 N n 4 , : 
Ls 3 , ; . ; 4 N ; p be _ a. ts. AM. . 
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I. 
Har charms in cds are found 
To foſten ev . 
How do we catch the neo forind;" ; 
And feel the foothing” ſtraĩ l)) 


Still when I hear thee,, ap fa fir, Ki Yet 
bic my heart rejoice; . : e! 
I ſhake off ev'r fullen care, > 
For for row tes thy voice. 
III. i 
The ſeaſons Plihmel obey; * Beer” 
Whene'et t &y hear her ang; 5 
She bids the Winter fly away, ' 25 | 
And lg an the ſpring, * 


Evo? 
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Sons. The Fair Inconflant. 


INCE I have long lov'd you in vain, 
And doated on ev'ry feature ; 
Give me at length but leave to complain: 
Of io ungrateful a creature. 


Tho? I beheld in your wandring eyes 

| The wanton ſymptoms of ranging; 

Still I reſolv*'d againſt being wiſe, | 
And lov'd you in ſpite of you changing, 
| SH 


Why ſhould you blame what Heav'n has made, 
Or find any fault in creation ? 

*Tis not the crime of the faithleſs maid, 
But Nature's inclination... 


*Tis not becauſe I love you leſs, 

Or think you not a true-one ; 

But if the truth I muſt confeſs, 
I always lov'd a new-one.. 


pe EEE " 
— 


To Lord WaRwiek on his Birth-Day. 


W HEN fraught with all that grateful minds can 
move, | 

With friendſhip,. tenderneſs, reſpect, and love; 

The Mule had wiſh'd, on this returning day, 

Something moſt worthy of herſelt to ſay : 

To Jove ſhe offer d up an humble pray'r, 

To take the noble Wazxwick. to his care. 

Give him, ſhe ſaid, whate'er diviner grace 

Acorns the ſoul, or beautifies the face: 

Let manly conſtancy confirm his truth, 


And gentleſt manners crown his blooming youth. 


Give him to fame, to virtue to aſpire, 

Wort. y our ſongs and thy informing fire: 

All various praiſe, all honors let him. wag 

Let men admire, and ſighing virgins love: 

With nonei zeal inflame his gen'rous mind, 

Jo love his country and protect mankind. 

Attentive to her pray'r, the God reply'd, | 

Why doit thou atk what has not been deny'd? 
Jeue 9 


1 0 4 
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Jowe's bounteous hand has laviſh'd all his pow'r, 

And making what he is, can add no more. 

Yet ſince J joy in what I did create, 

I will prolong the favourite Warwick's fate, þ 
And lengthen out his years to ſome uncommon date. 


— 


— 


- To Lady JANE WHARTON on ber ſtudying 
| | the Globe. | 


HILF. o'er the Globe, fair nymph, your ſearches 
And trace its rolling circuit round the ſun, | run, 
You ſeem'd the world beneath you to ſurvey, 
With eyes ordain'd to give its people day. 
With two fair lamps methought your nations ſhone, 
While ours are poorly lighted up by one. 
How did thoſe rays your happier Empire guld ? 
How clothe the flow'ry mead and fruitful field! 
Your earth was in eternal Spring array'd, 
And laughing Joy amidſt its natives play'd. 
Such is their day, but chearleſs is their night, 
No friendly moon renects your abſent light: 
And oh! wnen yet ere many years are paſt, 
Thoſe beams on other objects ſhall be lac, 
When ſome young hero with refiſtleſs art, 
Shall draw thoſe eyes and warm ttiat virgin heart: 
How ſhall your creatures then their loſs deplore, 
And want thoſe Suns that riſe for them no more ? 
The bliis you give will be confin'd to one, 
And tor his iake your World muſt be undone. 


Pen IS —_— 


To Mrs. Puli TEN EV, pon her going abroad, 


IR'D with the frequent miſchiets of her eyes, 
j 10 diſtant chmes the fair Belinda flies, 
She ſees her ipreading flames comume around, 
And not another conqueſt to be found. 
Secure in foreign realms at will to reign, 
She leaves her vaſſals h« re with proud diſdain. 
One only joy which in her heart ſhe wears, 
The dear companion of her flignt ſhe bears. 
AEneas taus a burning town foriook, | 
'Thus into bamiſhment his Gods he took: 
But to retrieve his native T roy's diſgrace, 
Fix'd a new Empire in a happier place. ODE 
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0 D E 
For the New YEAR, 1716. 


1 Ss Be 
: AIL to thee, glorious riſing year, 
With what uncommon grace thy days appear! 
Comely art thou in thy prime, 
Lovely child of hoary time; 
Where thy golden footſteps tread, 
Pleaſures all around thee ſpread ; 
Bliſs and beauty grace thy train; 
_ Muſe, ſtrike the lyre to ſome immortal ſtrain. 
But oh! what ſkill, what maſter hand, 
Shall govern or conſtrain the wanton band ! 
Looſe like my verſe they dance, and all without command. 
Images of faireſt things, | 
Crowd about the ſpeaking ftrings ; 
Peace and ſweet proſperity, 
Faith and chearful loyalty, _ 
With ſmiling love and deathleſs pceſy. 
3 II 


Ye ſkowling ſhades who break away, 
Well do ye fly and thun the purple day. 
Ev*ry fiend and end-like torm, 
| Black and ſullen as a ſtorm, 
_ Jealous fear, and falſe ſurmiſe, 
Danger with her dreadful eyes, 
Faction, fury, all are fled, 
And bold rebellion hides her daring head. 
Behold, thou gracious year, behold, 

To whom thy treaſures all thou ſhalt unfold, 
For whom thy whiter days were kept from times of old! 
See thy GeoRGE, for this is he! 

On his right hand, waiting free, 
Britain and fair Liberty: on 
Ev*ry good is in his face, 

Ev'ry open honeft grace. 

Thou great Teeny e be thy race! 
See! the ſacred Scyon ſprings, 
See the glad promiſe. of a line of Kings! 

Royal youth! what bard divine, 
Equal to a praiſe like thine, TOE 
| n nen 
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Shall in-ſome exalted meaſure 

Sing thee, Britain's deareſt treaſure ? 

Who her joy in thee ſhall tell, 

Who the ſprightly note ſhall ſwell. 
His voice attemp'ring to the tuneful ſhell ? 

Thee Audenard”s recorded field, 
Bold in thy brave paternal band, beheld, 


397 


And ſaw with hopeleſs heart thy fainting rival yield ; 


'Troubled he, with ſore diſmay, 
To thy ſtronger fate gave way, 
Safe beneath thy noble ſcorn, 
Wingy-footed was he borne, 


Swift as the tleeting ſhades upon the golden corn. 


What valour, what diflinguiſh'd worth, 
From thee ſhall lead the coming ages forth? 
Creſted helms and ſhining ſhiclds, 
Warriors fam'd in foreign fields ; 

Hoary he ads with olive bound, 

Kings and lawgivers renown'd ; 

Crowding ſtill they rife anew, 
Beyond the reach-of deep prophetic view. 

Young AucusTus! never ceaſe! 


Pledge of our preſent and our future peace, 
Still pour the bleffings forth, and give thy great i increaſe. 


All the ſtock that fate ordains 
To ſupply ſucceeding reigns, 
Wnetner glory ſtrall inſpire 
Gentler arts or martial fire, 
| Still tue fair deſcent ſhall be 
Dear to Albion all, Icke thee, 


1 . 
z * i * $ 


Patrons of righteous rules, and foes to tyranny, 


M44 e V. 


I"E073 ve Salden lights who ſlline on h: 10 755 


: Ye potent planets who aſcend the ftr, 
On the op'ning year diſpenſe 4 h 
All your Kindel influence; 94 
Heav'my powers be all prepar'd 
For our CAROLINA'S guards 
Short and hg be the pains, 


Which for a Nations weal the heroine ſuſtains,” | 


Britahnibꝰs Angel, be thou near; 
The growing race is thy peculiar care, 
Oh ſpread thyifacred' wing above the royal fair. 


** 
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GrokrGe by thee was waſted o'er, 
To the long expecting ſhore : 
None preſuming to withſtand 
Thy celeſtial armed hand, 
| While his facred head to ſhade, - 
The blended croſs on high thy ſilver ſhield diſplay d. 
* 


But oh! what other form divine 

Propitious near the hero ſeems to ſhine ! 
Peace of mind, and joy ſerene, 
In her ſacred eyes are ſeen, 
Honour binds her witer'd brow, 
Faith and truth beſide her go, 

With zeal and pure devotion bending low. 
A thouſand ſtorms around her threat, 

A thouſand billows roar beneath her feet, 
While fix d upon a rock, ſhe keeps her ſtable ſeat. 

Still in fign of ſure defence, 
Truſt and mutual confidence. 
On tie Monarch, ſtanding by, 


Still the bends her gracious eye, (nigh. 
Nor fears her foes 1 515 while Heav'n and he are 
VII. ; 


Hence then with ev'ry anxious care 
Be gone pale Envy, and thou cold mm? 
Seek ye out a moody cell, 
Where Deceit and | reaion dwell: 
J here repining, raging, {fill 
Th' idle air with curies fill; 
There blaſt the pathle's wiid, and the bleak Northern hills 
Il here your exile vainly moan; 

There where witi murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath tne ſweeping winds, the bending foreſts groanz 
But thou hope, with ſmiling chear, 

Do thou bring the ready year 
See the hours! a choſen band! 
Sce with jocund looks they ſtand, 
All ia their trim array, and waiung tor command: 
VIII. 
The welcome train begins to move, 
Hope leads increaie and chaſte connubial love: 
Flora ſweet her bounty ſpreads, 
selig gardens, painted meads; 


Fu 
o — 


Cera: 


** 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 309 


Ceres crowns the yellow plain; 
Pan rewards the ſhepherd's pain ; 
All is plenty, all is wealth, 
And on the balmy air ſits roſy-colour'd health. 
J hear the mirth, I hear the land rejoice, 
Like many waters ſwells the pealing noiſe, 
While co their Monarch, thus, they raiſe the public voice: 
Father of thy country, hail! 
Always, ev'ry where prevall ; 
Pious, valiant, juſt, and wiſe, 
Better Suns for thee ariſe, 
Purer breezes fan the ſkies, 
Earth in fruits and flow'rs is dreſt, 
Joy abounds in ev'ry breaſt, 
For thee thy people all, for thee the year is bleſt. 


—_— @©_ 


——_— 


EQ N G 


For the Kinc's BixTa-Day, 1875 of May, 
1716. | 
I. 
L thy flow'ry garlands by, 
Ever blooming gentle May / 
Other honours now are nigh ; 
Other honours ſee we pray. 
Lay thy flew'ry garlands by, Cc. 
| Ra IT. 
Majeſty and great renown 
Wait thy beamy brow to crown, 
Parent of our hero, thou, 
GEORGE on Britain didit beſtow. 
Thee the trumpet, thee the drum, 
With the plumy helm, become : 
Thee the ſpear and ſhining ſhield, 
With ev'ry trophy of the warlike field. 
HRE.. - 
Call thy better bleſſings forth, 
For the honour of his birth : 
Still, the voice of loud commotion, 
Bid the complaining murmurs ceaſe, 
Lay the billows of the ocean ; | 
And compoſe the land in peace. | 
Call thy better, &c. IV. Queen 
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IV. 
Qucen of Odors, fragrant May, 
For this boon this happy day, 
Fans with the double face 2 
Shall to thee reſign his place, { 
Thou ſhalt rule with better grace: 
Time from thee ſhall wait his doom, 
And thou ſhalt lead the year for ev'ry age to come. 
* 6 


Faireſt month! in Cæſar pride thee, 
Nothing like him canſt thou bring, 
Tho' the graces ſmile beſide thee: 
Tho' thy bounty gives the ſpring. 
5 VI 


Tho' like Flora thou array thee, 
Finer than the painted bow; 
Carolina ſhall repay thee 

All thy ſweetneſs, all thy ſhows, 


She herſelf a glory.greater 

Than thy golden ſun diſcloſes ; 
And her ſmiling offspring ſweeter 
Than the bloom of all thy roſes. 


4 p — 
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For the New YEAR, 1717. 
i | 
\ INTER! thou hoary venerable Sire, 
All richly in thy furry mantle clad ; 
What thoughts of mirth can feeble age inſpire, 
To make thy careful wrinkled brow ſo glad? 
| . 5 
Now I ſee the reaſon plain, 
Now I ſee thy jolly train: 
Snowy-headed winter leads, 
Spring and ſummer next ſucceeds; 
Yellow autumn brings the rear, 
Thou art father of the year. 
III. 
While from the froſty mellow'd earth 
Abounding Plenty takes her birth, 


- 


The 


I 
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The conſcious Sire exulting ſees 

The ſeaſons ſpread their rich increaſe ; 

So duſky night and chaos ſmil'd 

On beauteous form their lovely child. 

IV. 

O fair variety ! 
What bliſs thou doſt ſupply ; 
The foul brings forth the fair 
To deck the changing year. 
When our old pleaſures die, 
Some new one {till is nigh ; | : 
Oh! fair variety! 


Our paſſions, like the ſeaſons turn; 
And now we laugh, and now we mourn. 
Britannia late oppreſs'd with dread, 
Hung her declining drooping head: 
A better viſage now ſhe wears, 
And now at once ſhe quits her fears ; 
Strife and war no more ſhe knows, 
Rebel ſons nor foreign foes, 
| VL. 
Safe beneath her mighty maſter, 
In ſecurity ſhe fits ; 
Plants her looſe foundations faſter, 
And her forrows paſt forgets. 
VII. | g 
Happy iſle! the care of Heav'n, 
To the guardian hero given, 
Unrepining ſtill obey him, | 
Still with love and duty pay him, 
VIII. 
Tho? he parted from thy ſhore, 
While conteſting Kings attend him ; 
Could he Britain give thee more 
Than the pledge he left behind him? 


ES 
To Peace for the YEAR 1718. 
THOU faireft ſweeteſt daughter of of the ſkies, 
Indulgent, gentle, life-reſtoring peace ! 


With what auſpicious beauties doſt thou riſe. 


And Britain's new-revelving Janus bleis ? 
| II. Hoary 
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312 POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
II. 
Hoary winter ſmiles before thee, 
Dances merrily along : | 
Hours and ſeafons all adore thee, 
And for thee are ever young : 
Ever goddeſs thus appear, 
Ever lead the joyful year. 
III. | 
In thee the night, in thee the day 15 bleſt ; 
In thee the deareſt of the purple Eaſt : 
'Tis thine, immortal — to impart, 
Mirth to inſpire, and raiſe the drooping heart : 
To thee the pipe and tuneful ſtring belong, 
Thou theme eternal for the Poet's ſong. 
| IV. 
Awake the golden lyre, > 
Ye Heliconian choir, 
Swell ev'ry note ſtill higher, 
And melody inſpire | 
At Heav'n and earth's deſire. 
V. | 
Hark, how the ſounds agree, 
With due complacency ! 
Sweet Peace *tis all by thee, 
For thou art harmony. 
VI. 
Who, by Nature's faireſt creatures, 
Can deſcribe her heav'nly features? 
What compariſon can fit her? 
Sweet are roſes, ſhe is ſweeter ; } 
Light is good, but Peace is better. 
Would you ſee her ſuch as owe, 
Form'd for univerſal love, þ 
Bleſs'd by men and Gods above ? 
a Would you ev'ry feature trace, | 
Ev'ry ſweetly ſmiling grace? 
Seek our CAROLINA's face. 
VII. 
Peace and ſhe are Britain's treaſures, 
Fruitful in eternal pleaſures: | 
Still their bounty frat increaſe us: 
Still their ſmiling offspring bleſs us: 
Happy day, when each was given 
By Cæſar and indulgent Heav'n. | 
CHORUS. 
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Hail, ye celeſtial pain! 

Still let Britaunia be your care, wo. 
And Peace TT Ca ROLINA crown i the N 
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For the Kine! 5 Birth-Day, 171 8, 
x Vi 2 — a 
| 0 10068 the ſtrin I ef Maſe, and fay, 
Why are * times and ſeaſons bleſt ? 
Is it in fate, that one diſtinguiſh'd day | 
Should with more hallow'd purple paint the Eaſt ? 
Look on life and Nature's race! 
How the careleſs minutes — 
How they wear a common face: 
One is what another was ! 
Till the happy hero's worth 3 
Bid the fc * ival ftand fomh; i 15 
Till the golden light he crown, 
12 he mark. it for his Own. 
os 
How had this glorious morning been forgot. 4 
Unthought of às the things th tnever were; | 
Had not our preateft Ceſar been it _— 


Now, Natufe, be gay 
In the pride of thy May, 
To court let thy graces repair: : 
Let Flora beſtow 
The crown from her brow, 
For our brighter. Britannia to wear. 


Through ev'ry language of the People earth, 
Far as the ſeas or Cayur”s influence goes, 
Let thankful nations celebrate his birth, 
And bleſs the author of 1 world's repoſe. 
1 
[To Vet oiga tumbling” in. Caſcades, 
And Fo that glides thro? poplar ſhades, 
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And Tagus bright in ſands of he” 
And Arethufa, rivers old, 
Their great deliverer ſing. 

Not Danube thou whoſe winding flood 
So long has bluſh'd with Turki/s blood, 
To Cæſar ſhalt refuſe a ſtrain, 
Since now thy ſtreams without a ſtain 

Run cryſtat as their ſpring. 


CHORUS. 


To mi ghty Gro ck, that heals thy wounds, 


That names thy Kings and marks thy enn 
The joyful voice, O Europe, raiſe: 

In the great Mediator's praiſe 

Let all thy various tongues combine, 


And Brizain's feſtival be thine. 
0 0M 
To ibe THAaMES for the YEAR, 171g. 


ING of the floods, whom friendly ftars ordain 
To fold alternate in thy winding train, 


Ide lofty palace and the fertil vale ; 


King of the floods, Britannia's darling, Rant 
Hail with the year ſo well begun, | 
And bid his each revolving ſun, | 
Taught by thy ſtreams, 8 n ſueceſſion run. 
From thy never- failing urn 
Flowers bloom and fair increaſe 
With the ſeaſons take their turn; 
From thy tributary ſeas 
Tides of various wealth attend thee ; 
Sees and ſeaſons all * thee. 
Here on thy banks to mate the ſkies, 
Azugufta's hallow'd domes ariſe: 
And there thy ample boſom 
Her num' rous ſouls and * . I; 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe terrors late to vanquiſh'd Spain were known, 
And tua ſhook with thunder not her own. 


IV. 
Fulleſt flags thou doſt ſuſtain, 
- While thy banks confine thy courſe ; 
Fmblem of our Cæſar's reign, 
Mingling clemency and force, 
V. 
So mayſt thou ſtiff ſecur'd by diſtant wars, 
Ne'ber ſtain thy cryſtal with domeſtic jars ; 
As Cæſar's reign to Britain ever dear, 
Shall join with thee to. bleſs the coming year. 
On thy ſhady margin, 
Care its load diſcharging, 
Is lull'd te gentle reſt: 
Britain thus diſarming, 
Nor no more alarming,. 
Shall ſleep on Cæſar's breaft. 
VII. 
Sweet to diſtreſs 15 balmy ſleep, 
Fo ſkep auſpicious dreams, 
Thy e ee Thames, to feeding ſheep, 
To thirſt, thy ſilver ſtreams: | 
More ſweet than all, the praiſe 
Of Cæſar's golden days: 
Cz/ar's praiſe is fweeter ; 
Britain's pleaſure greater; 
Still may Cæſar's reign excel; 
Sweet che praiſe of reigning well. 


5 CHORUS, 
Gentle Janus ever wait, 
As now on Bretain's kindeſt fate; 
Crown all our vows and all thy gifts beſtow ; 
Till time no more renews his date, 


And T hames forgets to flow. 
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Co Te ed. 
3. 1. he Folume 2 Price. * oat in ＋ . | 
8 Ae Paper, or 3s. Gd. bound in red Leather. "2 : | 


ERALDRY in MINIATURE; contairling all hs 
Arms, Creſts, Supporters, na Mottos of the 


Peers, Peereſſes, and Biſhops of England, Scotland, 
and Ireland, with the Baronets of Great Britain; and 


the. Inſignia of- the different Orders of Knighthood in 
the three Kingdoms; being in the whole (including 


Heraldic Bearings and Diſtinctions) upwards of 1000 


Engravings, neatly executed on Copper Plates; beſides 
an Introduction to the Science of Heraldry, a Diction- 
ary of Heraldic Terms, as well as an Index to all the 


Peers, &c. with the 'T'ranſlation of their Mottos; like 


wiſe Liſts of Titles conferred by His preſent Majeſty, 


and thoſe extinct ſince his Acceſſion to the 1 Wes: 


grees of Precedency, Kc. &c. 


Alfo, Price 25. for the purpoſe of 3 with any 7 the 


Kalendars or Regiſters, 
The ARMS and other PLATES of the lag menti- 


oned Work; together with the Index, Tranſlation of 


the Mottos, and Lifts of Titles = oFexti. ict 


4. In ſmall 8vo. price 18. ſewed, or 18. 64. half. bound, 
and 6d. additional, if with a plan of the Royal = 
change and coloured map of London and its environs, 


HE LONDON DIRECTOR; containing an 
al phabetical arrangement of the names and reſi- 
dences of the Merchants, Manufacturers, and principal 
Traders, in the metropolis and its environs; together 
with the liſts of the Lord Mayor and een. Com- 
miſſioners of Cuſtoms, Exciſe, and Stamps, Directors 
of che great trading Companies, Aſſurance and Fire 
Offices, alſo the Firms of the different” Banking- -houſes, 
and a particular account of the public + unds. 
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